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lnscape is the inward quality of objects and events as they are
perceived by the joined observation and introspection of a poet,
who in turn embodies them in unique poetic forms.
-Gerard Manley Hopkins

FALL 2013
FICTION
The Canal by Isaac Blu m / pg 14 2
Footprints by Ben Dearden / pg 153
The Loneliness Cafe by Richard Do key I pg 6 7
Three Days Out by Frank Scozzari / pg 8 3
And like You I Am Very Miserable by Rachel Sherman / pg 3 9
So and So and So by Sa m Thayn / pg 130

NONFICTION
limp by Drew Botcherby / pg 11 5
A Lone A last A Loved A Long by Madison Beckstead Bowman / pg 49
The Jesus Road by Bria n Doyle I pg 13
Killing by Rigd on Ho lm qui st / pg 18
Rocks by Da ll in Law / pg 63

Om Mani Padme Hum by Rachel Ru eckert / pg 167

On Artichokes and Systems by Carin Olavson / pg 19 3

POETRY
A Stillbirth by Cherise Bacalski /pg 134
Birthmark by Cherise Bacalski /pg 139
[you-in a still pond] by Cheri se Bacalski /pg 140
from Datum by Nicholas Gulig /pg 158

Currently Dead by Lexi Johnson /pg 16
Standing Definitions, Current by Lexi Johnson /pg 15
Wolves by Sophie Lefens /pg 53
'Your Inner Goddess is Persephone' Says Suzanne's New Age Quiz

by Kylie McQuarrie /pg 55
Mayfly by Shane Peterson /pg 188
Heroin by Jesse Quebbeman-Turley /pg 78
I Could

No Longer Console Myself with Rilke's Line 'Sweet As the Memory
the Mimosas Steep in the Bedroom' by Kylan Rice /pg 107

Fauntleroy Receives His Wings by Sam Thayn /pg 79

In Tokyo After the Miscarriage by Kati e Wa d e-Neser / pg 128
The Real Problem by Ka t ie Wa d e-Nese r /pg 12 7
Backcountry by Amb er Watso n / pg 3 7
Lost Thing by Amb e r Wa tso n / pg 38
Illness by Li nd sey We b b / pg 186
Trying to Have a Moment at Capitol Reef by Darlene Young I pg 18 7
Nothing Lonely Goes Here by Abiga il Zimme r / pg 11 2
One Nice Unit to Measure by Abiga il Zim m er / pg 111
Reduce the Scene and Stage by Ab iga il Zimmer / pg 11 3

INTERVIEWS
Susan Howe / pg 2 29
Willard Spiegelman / pg 2 20
Nicole Walker / pg 216

ART
Untitled (Rainbow Barf) by Jacob Haupt / pg 184
Third Dimension by Melissa McNamara / pg 46
False Idea of Freedom by Daniele Vickers/ pg 80

Foundation by Daniele Vickers / pg 1o 8
The Leap by Natalie Wood/ pg 124
More Important by Daniele Vickers / pg 136
Untitled by Daniele Vickers / pg 18 9
All Jump Up and Never Come Down by Natalie Wood/ pg 164

1-15 by Natalie Wood/ pg 56
Lights 1 by Natalie Wood / pg 3 2
Lights 2 by Natalie Wood / pg 34
Memory as Stranger by Natalie Wood/ pg 16 2
Tundra by Natalie Wood/ pg 5 8
Tunnel by Natalie Wood / pg 60

Editor's Notes
"On Discord"
John: [to Amanda] "Congratulations. You are still alive. Most
people are so ungrateful to be alive. But not you. Not anymore."
Dr. Lawrence Gordon: He doesn't want us to cut through our
chains, he wants us to cut through our feet! "
Quotes from Saw (2004)
1.

Compiling a literary journal is an effort in multilateral curation. It is showing the dark side of the milk carton. It is something crunching between a dog's ears. It is not a mosaic, it is

2.

a noise machine.
Roland Barthes describing tmesis, or creative skipping.
Pleasurable friction over the surface of a text. This is the luxu-

3.

rious province of the reader/dear reader.
Here, though, the editor is the blood-spattered, greenaproned butcher. It falls to us to fit pieces where they might
not belong, forcing harmonies and stitches where they're least

4.

expected.
A stitch is a tiny republic. A republic is faux intimacy. A re-

5.

public implies a white house filled with black chandeliers and
dead leaves blowing around the corridors ... Natasha and
Maila Obama's unslept-in beds ...
"After a few weeks of weird stuff happening, I decided to find

6.

my camera and record what's going on in the house."
"I ask Alex what he thinks about the disn,rbance from the
other day."

7.

"I guess I should start locking my windows."

8.

"So I did what Alex told me. I set up a camera in my room to
record me while I sleep. I woke up suddenly in the middle of
the night. It felt like someone was choking me. I immediately
checked the camera. This is what I found."

9.

"By the time the police arrived, which took a little longer
than usual due to the snow, nothing was there. No bags. No
blood. Nothing. We both feel okay, no one got hurt, but this is
extremely unnerving. We have no idea who made those footprints or what happened to them. Another curious thing: the
audio and visual defects seem to be very prominent towards
the end of the video, and the last few minutes were actually
cut of£ We don't know what is causing that."
1.
A.K.A.: Slender Man, Him, Der Ritter, Der Gro~mann,

Bundle, The Tall Man, The Thin Man, Der Schlanker
Mann, Fear Dubh, Schlankwald, Tree Man, Slendy,
Slenderman, The Pale One, The White King, Master, Mr.
Slender, Black King ... http://creepypasta.wikia.com/
wiki!The _ Slender_ Man
10. Mild distress. Tipping one text into another.
11. Eustress of bodies at a distance.
12. We, the editorial board: tall, thin, faceless traumatizers of
these texts.
13. #sorrynotsorry.
14. At thirteen, raising my first 4 -H lamb for slaughter. Sold for
350 dollars, a 180 pound Suffolk lamb led up a metal ramp
and into the wooly, orgiastic terror-pool of other meaty sisters,
brothers ...
15. Much like the stories, poems, essays before you. The title of
our cover art by Natalie Wood: I'm Still Here

16. We're still here. We're still here. We're here oh no we're still
here. Oh no oh no oh no oh .....
1 7. Emotional sincerity is concomitant to proximity. Image confronts image, forms relational ties, is predicated on nearness.
A hole in a roof+ An old man hunched over at the front door/
A jaw + Some cities. These images do not follow each other,
but they mean in relation to each other. Each exert a gravity,
a pressure on the other. Bodies leaning against doors leaning
against further doors.
1 B. Discordia concors. A.K.A.: Harmonious discord.
19. "I understand that more than one opinion has prevailed with
regard to the etymology of the word religio, but a commonly
accepted view is that a binding of some sort is indicated. The
same root is in 'ligament,' a binding which supports an organ
and assures that organ its freedom of use as part of a body.
And it is in this sense that I here use the word 'religious.' It
refers to a binding, a securing. Like the ligament, it secures
a freedom to function. The binding makes possible the freedom. Cut the ligament and there is atrophy-corpse rather
than corpus. If this is tme, then the word religion makes
no sense unless we presuppose a freedom of some sort."
Michael Symons Roberts, "Poetry in a Post-Secular Age"
20. Take this our corpus not our corpse ...

-KR, 12/2013
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THE JESUS ROAD
by Brian Doyle
One time I was deep in the Navajo Reseivation in the deep
Vast desert in Arizona and I got to chatting with a shy man
In a pub. He was nursing an ale and I was nursing a whisky.
He ran sheep, he said, and what is it that you do for money?
I told him I was essentially a storycatcher. A journalist, you
Might say. You take stories from people for cash? he asked.
Well: yes. They don't mind? he asked. Generally not, I said.
In fact often they are grateful to have someone tell some of
Their stories. For everyone has a thousand and only lets out
A few. This is tme, he said, this is tme, and he told me tales
Of growing up nearby, near the San Juan River, the gracious
River, he called it, as it never ran dry, and his was a parched
Country, to be sure. We got to talking about souls and spirits
In everything, there we pretty much saw eye to eye, although
He was startled to hear that I walked what he called the Jesus
Road; most of the folks on Jesus Road, they think they know
Where spirits are and are not, he said, but what do we know?
One great thing about being Dineh is that we know what we
Don't know, which is mostly everything. So you treat a spirit
With respect even though you cannot see or understand what

It is doing. Animals, trees, rivers. Anything alive is a spirited
Being, tl1at's clear enough to see, but the mountains and cars,
Well, who can be sure? Better to be respectfol. How pleasant
To find a Jesus Road man of the same mind about reverences.
I would stand you a second drink but I must be off to my job;
Doyle 13
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The sheep have no patience ifl am late. They are taskmasters,
Those sheep! I leave you then as a new brother in the praying
That we do by being respectful to spirit wherever it is located.
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STANDING DEFINITIONS, CURRENT
by Lexi Johnson
On Ghosts, Conceptually
Ghosts that haunt certain still existing buildings
are called host ghosts.
Ghosts that haunt still existing buildings
that get knocked down
are called post ghosts.

On Ghosts, Textiles
The fastest way
to make a child-friendly ghost
is to cut two holes
approximately one-eye distance apart
out of your sister's cleanest cotton bed sheet.

On Ghosts, Liquidated
The fastest way
to make a fluid and living ghost
is to take anyone you know
and wring the ephemera
out of them.

Johnson 15
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CURRENTLY DEAD
by Lexi Johnson

Margaret Thatcher is dead.
Heath Ledger is dead.
Hitler is dead.
George Washington is dead.
Harriett Tubman is dead.
Tupac is dead.
Natalie Wood is dead.
Abraham Lincoln is dead.
Don Knotts is dead .
Audrey Hepburn is dead.
Thomas Edison is dead.
Ronald Reagan is dead.
Whitney Houston is dead.
Michael Jackson is dead.
Stanley Barabas is dead.
Judy Garland is dead.
Pablo Picasso is dead.
Brittany Murphy is dead.
Lucille Ball is dead.
Marie Antoinette is dead.
Paul is dead.
Napoleon is dead.
Louis XIII is dead.
Julia Childs is dead.
Rosa Parks is dead.
16

Susan B. Anthony is dead.
Andrew Jackson is dead.
Nephi is dead.
Cleopatra is dead.
Alexander the Great is dead.
Karen Carpenter is dead.
Robert Johnson is dead.
Al Capone is dead.
Anne Frank is dead.
Christopher Columbus is dead.
Emma Smith is dead.
Moses is dead.
Karen Dalton is dead.
Elvis is dead.
John Lennon is dead.
JFK is dead.
Johnny Cash is dead.
Albert Einstein is dead.
Alexander Hamilton is dead.
Florence Nightingale is dead.

Johnson 17

KILLING
by

Rigdon Holmquist

House Mouse Mus musculus

Length: 3-4 inches Weight: .4-.9 ounces. Color: white, gray, brown or
black. Gestation: 19-21 days. Number of Young: 3-14 per litter. 5-10 litters per year. Lifespan: 2-3 years, average <1 year due to predation.
The house mouse is a wild animal, though they nearly always live in association with humans. They are considered a pest and are known to carry
deadly diseases. The house mouse has also been domesticated as a pet.

Caring for the chickens was a dangerous chore. Before lifting
the msty steel-strap latch on the weathered wooden door of the
hen-house, my sisters and I always made sure we were am1ed with
a large stick and that we had a plan. One of us would distract the
hens by pouring a can of grain into their trough, the other would
begin the search for eggs in the nesting boxes and the third would
handle the rooster. This fellow was big enough to knock anyone
of us over and would usually take his best crack at it whenever he
had a chance. Every trip to the chicken coop was war. Today I was
assigned to the distraction detail. As I leaned into the half-empty

barrel of cracked wheat to fill my old Hills Bros. coffee can with
feed, I was startled by something skittering along on top of the
grain. "Hey, a mouse!" I shouted, and the chickens were forgotten
as our three heads bent over the barrel and watched the little rodent run terrified laps in the grain. 'Tm gonna catch it, " I said and
ran back to the house for a leather glove. I have no idea how tl1at
mouse got inside the barrel to start with, but it certainly could not
get out, and soon I had it pinned against the side of the barrel with
my gloved hand. I clutched it in my fist, but tl1en dropped it reflexively when I saw its little white teeth sink into the leather covering
one of my fingers. The second time I trusted the glove's protection
and hauled tl1e dusty mouse proudly into the house to show my
mom. She was appropriately appreciative of my accomplishment
and firm in denying my requests to keep it.
"What should I do with it then?"
"Well, we don't want it to keep eating our chicken feed, so you
should probably kill it."
I was excited by the prospect. Whatever it is about little boys
iliat is attracted to killing things came folly to life. But then I didn't
know how. I had seen my Dad stomp on tl1em before, but this one
was in my hand; if I set it down it would get away. So I flung it
against tile ground as hard as I could. It didn't die, but it didn't
skitter away either. It lay there trying to move, but its legs wouldn't
work quite right. I lost all my excitement. It was squeaking and
not dying. I picked it up and threw it again, but it still squirmed.
For a moment I stood there, horrified that the crean1re was so easy
to maim yet so difficult to kill. I picked up a big rock and threw it
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down with both hands. The mouse's eyes bulged out of their sockets, and it stopped squirming.

That is the first thing I remember killing . I have seen lots of mice
die since then, killed by human traps and poisons and boots, but this
one hangs in my memory as the moment I consciously began participating in death and life.

Rainbow Trout Oncorhynchus mykiss

Range: Native to Western North America, transplanted to nearly every other continent. Color: pink, green, silver, with variation according to
habitat. Record Size: 3 ½ feet, 48 pounds. Maximum Lifespan: 11 years.
The rainbow trout is a prized sport fish among anglers. They are voracious eaters, feeding on just about anything that they can fit in their
mouths. They are capable of living in saltwater as well as freshwater,
though sea-going rai nbows are often called steel heads.

It was one of those summer days that you think about in the
wintertime and find yourself warmed just by the memory. My Dad,
my little brother, my brother-in-law, and I knew just how we were
going to use it. We got up early, loaded our fishing tackle into the
back of our little white Chevy Cavalier and headed for the river.
The plan was to fish for a couple hours that morning and then head
back home and accomplish something useful, like hilling potatoes
or weeding beets. My Dad hooked a small rainbow trout on the
first worm he tossed in the water, and we knew our plans were not
going to work-out. The Dearborn River is one of the most beautiful
20

things I have known. It gathers its waters from little streams flowing off the continental divide in the Scape Goat Wilderness. Where
it flows through those mountains, it is cold and frothy, but once
it leaves the Rockies and begins to wander through the foothills,
it slows down and its waters warn1 pleasantly. By the time it runs
under the bridge at Highway 200, it has settled down to a clear
blue-green flow iliat allows a fisherman to wade all day wiiliout
numbing his limbs. And tl1at is what we did. Out of ilie reach of
cell phones and soon out of sight from ilie road, we four fished ilie
nver.
For ilie first hour or so, I was quite unsuccessful. The oiliers
were hauling in fish in a steady cadence, but I didn't have a nibble till I figured out I was ilie only one using a gold colored hook.
I switched to a black hook and baited it witl1 a fat grasshopper.
Almost immediately, I had a fiesty rainbow trout flopping in the
gravel next to me.
Sometimes we fished next to each other, sometimes we were all
out of each oilier's sight. Sometimes we stood next to each oilier
and watched ilie schools of trout darting around at ilie bottom of
a deep, green pool.
About halfway ilirough the day I caught a nice rainbow, fifteen or sixteen inches long. I held it up and hollered across ilie
river at my dad, "Biggest one for me today!" He looked up and
then kept fishing. His had all been pretty small so far. I took my
Leailierman out of my pocket and holding tl1e fish tightly in my
left hand, gave it iliree quick iliumps on the top of the head. Its
body vibrated furiously for a moment in my hand, the way they do
when you hit iliem in exactly ilie right spot, and ilien life left it. I
Holmquist 21
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set the fish on the ground for a moment and unfolded the blade
out of the Leatherman. With the fish held belly up, I put the point
of the blade in the anus, then slit open the fish's abdomen. I cut its
tongue free of the lower jaw, inserted my thumb in its throat and
tore out all the entrails in one piece. My dad let out a little whoop
across the river and I paused for a moment, the fish in my right
hand, its entrails in my left, to watch him land another trout about
equal to mine in size-. Then I felt something moving against my left
palm. A gentle pulsating movement. I looked closely at the small
clump of organs. I could make out tl1e miniature lungs and liver
and I could tell that it had been a female fish because of the two
masses of eggs attached to the intestine. But the movement was
coming from the heart. No bigger tl1a11 tl1e end of my pinky finger,
tl1at heart was beating.

I fish for a lot of reasons. A desire to kill fish is not one of them.
But when the water swirls around my legs and the river's currents tell
me where to 90; when I am lost in the cadences, then the killing is
participation.

Holstein Cow Bos primigenius taunts
Color: black and white Mature Weight: 1500 lbs. Birth Weight: ap·
prox. 90 lbs. Milk Production:up to 10 gallons a day Production Life: typi·
cally about 4 yrs.
Holstein dairy cattle are among tl1e most productive breeds. There are
more than 19 million Holstein cows in US dai ries today. A typical cow
will produce 23,385 pounds of milk, 858 pounds of butterfat, and 719
pounds of protein in a year. Holstein s can also be used for beef
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My eight blonde-haired, blue-eyed sisters and my one brother
showed up to greet me at the airport dressed in matching white
T-shirts. Each shirt had a number on it (which represented their
place in the birth order), some form of the slogan "Welcome
Home, Rigdon," and a customized marker drawing of my cow.
When I had left home two years earlier, my milk cow Lolo stayed
behind. While I was gone, my favorite joke to make was about the

girl I had waiting for me with big brown eyes, long eyelashes, and a
nice body, weighing in at about a thousand pounds. They couldn't
bring Lolo herself to the airport, so they made do with the marker
-drawings. After hugs and pictures and some of that awkward feeling of trying to get to know people you know really well but haven't
seen in a long time we all piled into our big green van and headed
home as the Holmquist family, complete for the first time in 24
months. As we pulled into the driveway of our little ten acre farmstead, I saw Lolo grazing placidly out in the pasture. Next to her
was a large Holstein steer whose name was Giacomo. The last time
I had seen him, he had been just a spindly-legged calf, hardly able
to walk without tripping over his own lankiness. We had bought
him just before I left home for Lolo to raise with the excess milk
she produced. Now he stood about six feet tall at the shoulder and
I guessed he weighed close to fifteen-hundred pounds: butcher
weight for a steer.
"Where do we keep the shells now?" I asked, pulling the magazine out of my semi-automatic .22 caliber Westernfield rifle and
checking the action. I don't really remember the conversation that
took place, but somehow it had been decided that I was to be
Holmquist 23
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the one assigned to pull the trigger. My little brother handed me a
box of American brand lead point .22 shells. I loaded six of them
into the magazine tube and slid it into place. We walked out to the
pasture, and my dad fired up tl1e old John Deere tractor we had
borrowed so we could move the steer once he was dead. Giacomo
had lost some of the tameness he had as a calf when he used to
follow my little sisters around the barnyard. Now he won't let people get any closer tl1en six or seven feet. He doesn't run, but just
backs away. Standing in front of him, I wait till he swings his head
back around to look at me, then I squeeze the trigger. He doesn't
even flinch. At first I tl1ink tl1e gun must have misfired, but then
I see blood begin to ooze out over his right eye. The .22 caliber
rounds don't do much damage unless tl1ey penetrate the brain and
I missed it by a couple inches. He starts backing away and shaking
his head a little, turning as he moves so he is no longer facing me.
"That gave him a headache," said my dad.
I circle around so I can get a good shot at his forehead , but he
keeps turning and backing. Finally, he swings his head around to
look at me again. Pop! He still stands there.
"You hit him the same place again," someone said.
This time Giacomo takes a few steps away and shows me his
backside. For some reason he doesn't know that he is big enough
to simply run over the top of me and have done with tl1e whole
business. I send my little brother around to the other side of him so
that he will stop turning and I can get in front again. Now his head
is lowered, like a bull does when he feels threatened. I take my
time, controlling my breatl1ing, pressing the butt of the rifle gently
against my cheek. The sight moves slightly up with each bream I
24

inhale and back down again as I exhale. I let it fall between his eyes
and squeeze again. No reaction. He stands there still staring at me,
blood running over his eyebrow. It has started to come out his right
nostril as well. The logistical part of my brain starts thinking, "You

should have loaded all fi~een bullets into the magazine."
People are saying things. One part of me just wants to hand the
gun to my dad and get out of there. But some other part knows I
have to kill him. I have to now. I lift the gun again. Pop. Four shots
in exactly the same spot. I start to feel panicky; there's no way those
bullets should be hitting there, three inches to the right of where I
am aiming. I move the sight over his left eye and fire another quick
shot. His knees fold underneath him instantly, his fifteen-hundred
pound frame thumping to tl1e ground.
Eating is a fundamental part of killing. So is pulling the trigger. I
do both things, but they come with a very different feeling.

Tar9hee Sheep Ovis aries
Wool Production: Ewes yield a 10-14 pound fleece. Wei9ht: Rams

200-300 pounds, ewes 125-200 pounds. Birthin9 Cycle: Ewes typically
birth in late January or February.
Targhee Sheep were developed as a breed by the USDA in the early
20'' century. They are primarily found on farms and ranches in Montana,
Wyoming, and South Dakota. They are a dual purpose animal that can be
used both for wool and meat production.
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In September 2002, my dad deployed with his army medical
unit to Wuezberg, Germany. During the eight months he was
gone, my mom and I did a lot of the outdoor chores together. I
was twelve years old, just big enough to carry a five-gallon bucket
of water using the lift-swing-step method. When it snowed, I
could load two or three of them onto a sled and pull them out to
the horses, pigs, goats, and chickens that were the residents of our
barnyard. When the pigs escaped, Mom would help me round
them up and shoo them back into their pens. We would pound
each others thumbs while trying to repair the fences they broke;
neither one of us quite had mastery of the hammer at that point.
But we muddled along okay and were kind of proud of ourselves
for keeping things from the brink of chaos. When the end of
January rolled around, it was probably that pride that influenced
us to take on a bunch of bum lambs. Keith Giles had an unusual
number of bums during lambing season that year and he just
didn't have time to take care of all of them. We ended up with
seven . Contrary to popular belief, there is nothing uglier than a
newborn lamb. It takes a good three weeks for them to become at
all attractive. When they are born they are so skinny and bedraggled that I don't really blame the ewes that decide they don't
want their baby around. We named the seven we got after hobbits.
There was Bilbo, Frodo, Sam, Merry, Pippin, Rosie, and Hamfast.
They started out in the garage but soon found their way into the
much warmer basement of the house, where I built a little pen for
them out of a big cardboard box. They were very cozy all snuggled
together underneath the heat lamp. Then they started dying.

26

Lambs are very fragile, so it is expected that some will die, especially when they have been rejected by their mothers. But these
just started dropping off inexplicably and within two days only
Pippin was left. He had been livelier than the rest all along, but
now he was showing the same symptoms that the others had. He
stopped moving around. Soon he was too weak to stand and then
too weak to hold his head up and then too weak to do anything but
lie limply and stmggle to breath. When I set him in my lap and
rubbed him vigorously, life seemed to creep back into him. So I
took him upstairs, sat by the heater vent and rubbed him. His new
lamb's wool was exquisitely soft and warmed quickly under my
touch. Sometimes he would struggle to lift his little head and open
his eyes. When he did, his eyes were rolled back in their sockets.
I attempted to coax some milk replacer into him, but he was too
weak to even swallow. My rubbing kept him alive for a few hours,
but gradually I felt the motion of his diaphragm grow weaker and
weaker. When it stopped, the little body got cold despite all my
rubbing. It wasn't till later I learned that lambs die when you mix
their milk replacer too richly. I had misread the label on the package and given tl1em twice as much powdered milk as they needed
every time I fed them. I had killed them.
I can deal death; sometimes on accident. I can also work a9ainst
death. But the fact is that no matter how well I can command death
into action, it will never respond to my order to surrender.

Holmquist 2 7
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Prairie Rattler Crota lus vi rid is

Length: Up to 5 feet . Diet: Typically small mammals. Range:
Southwestern Canada, Western United States and Northern Mexico.

Reproduction: Viviparous Lifespan: Up to 15 years in the wild, over 20
years in captivity.
The prairie rattler is the only venomous snake in the western United
States. Its bite can be fatal if not treated immediately. In Indigenous
American mythology, rattlers were used as the emblem of a powerful deity. Today, some Christian sects use them ritually.

***
The sun had already set, and I was now in the long twilight of
a Montana summer day. The sun, though it had dipped below the
horizon, continued to display its brightest reds, pinks, and purples. There would still be enough light to see by for another fortyfive minutes or an hour. I placed my hook in one of the eyes on
my fishing rod and reeled in the line till the rod bent with enough
tension to hold the hook firmly, then crawled up the river bank
and started ambling along the worn cow path that led back to the
car. The cottonwoods of the river bottom mstled lightly, and the
water mnning next to me made gentle sounds. Delicate orange
sunset light tinged everything, softening the world's edges. I
hummed quietly to myself, kicking up dust in the path as I walked ,
then pleased with the tune, started singing since I was the only
one around to hear. As I warmed to the melody, my audience approved and I increased the volume. Then death bmshed my leg.
Somehow the fangs missed my flesh. A slow-motion millisecond.
I see the arrow shaped head between my legs. Adrenaline jolts me
28

into the air. The lithe body gathers itself, I am moving, moving. My
heartbeat is nearly as fast as the buzzing rattles of the snake, now
coiled fifteen feet away in the middle of the trail. My panic picks
up a long cottonwood branch. The snake tries to strike again. The
stick smashes the thin brown body. It pulls itself into a tight spring
and the branch snaps in half as it comes down, crushing vertebrae.
It slithers brokenly for the tall grass, large river rocks replace the
shattered branch in my hands. The adrenaline tearing through me
keeps me moving frantically. I know it must be dead by now, but
I keep throwing. My throat is raw, though I don't remember the
sound of the yells. Last time I fished that river there was still a pile
of stones marking the spot.
When you meet another killer, death becomes a tool of survival.
I am not often close to my own death, or anything else that deals it.

This time, killing seemed like the only option.

Whitetail Deer Odocoileus virginianus
Wei9ht: Bucks = 130-290 pounds, Does = 90-200 pounds. Rut: typically late September through early winter in North America. Predators:
Wolves, Cougars, American Alligators, and Jaguars.
Whitetail deer communicate with each other using sound, scent and
body language. Each fawn has a distinctive bleat recognized by its mother.
When fawns are born, their sex can be determined by the pattern of spots
on their back. Males have spots in ordered lines, fema les spots are randomly scattered .

Holmquist 29

Inscape

A few does and their yearling fawns move across the hillside.
Judging by the setting sun, they will probably be my last chance at
filling my tag this evening. They are a good 300 yards away; a long
shot, but not impossible. I steady my rifle on a nearby fencepost
and peer through the scope, placing the cross-hairs ever so slightly
above the shoulders of tl1e largest doe, compensating for the drop
the bullet will take as it covers tl1e longer distance. It is October and the
hillside, like the barley and hay fields around me, have taken on the
brown hue of fall.
A few months ago, they had all been green. The hillsides had
a few wildflower blossoms, typical of Montana prairies, and the
fields were lush. My job that summer was to keep them that way,
shepherding water from the Sun River through old concrete headgates, into deteriorating irrigation ditches and onto the fields. I
spent most of May, June, and July's daylight hours roving these
fields, covered in the mud, lonely, watching the barley and alfalfa
photosynthesize, witl1 only the cows, coyotes, and deer to keep me
company. The freshwater from the river gave life to the thirsty prairie. The saltwater of my sweat and sometimes my tears kept the
water running.
The rifle kicks against my shoulder, and the acrid smell of the
gunpowder fills my nostrils. I hear tl1e bullet smack into her body,
and she humps up. The otl1er deer take off over the crest of the
hill. She doesn't move. The sun, setting over the distant mountains, tints tl1e landscape in blue orange shadows. The horizontal
light makes tl1e world a painting, every detail sharply contrasted,
too perfect to be real. Lying there, she is beautiful. Her long neck
curved back, blemished only by the dark pool at her throat. Spread
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out below us I see the land I know, the land she knows, the land
that knows us. We are a part together. I unsheathe my knife and
I am startled by her fawn. It stands ten feet away, its nose quivering, eyes wide. It jumps back and circles around and comes close
again. It stares a moment and then disappears into the dusk.

I don't know if I am old or wise enough to talk about sublime experiences. But if I am, what I have just described was my moment
of sublimity. It started with irrigation but culminated with killing.

Bathed in setting sunlight, death was the connection between me and
what made me.
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BACKCOUNTRY
by Amber Watson

I don't remember the cat pouncing from its place on top of a
rock, or knocking me from my skis. I don't remember the twist of
my wrist around my pole, snapping tendons and popping bones.
I don't remember being pawed to the ground, only being carried,
by my shoulder and head, in his massive jaws, between his teeth.
I couldn't feel anything but the labored tug about my shoulders,
the dead drag of my legs across the snow. But what I can tell you
is this: Mountain Lion breath smells like damp leaves. The backs
of Mountain Lion teeth are dirty white and look like a mountain
ridge or like solitude. And a Mountain Lion's lolling tongue feels
almost like a caress when upon my hair it would press and rest.
There was no heroic struggle; I don't even know ifl screamed.
But once or twice, while being dragged from the trail, my foot
would catch on what I could only imagine was one of my skis, still
ridiculously clamped to the bottom of my boot.
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LOST THINGS
by Amber Watson
Here are the things I recognize. Conversation always turns to you.
You're in the rocks, the cracks, the dark places always. Here in the
aspens-especially those-here in all things that move without
the body: seeds, branches, wind, water, and, though I don't see it
now, snow. You're everywhere.
Take here, for example. Take now.
I'm writing you because I meant to write a place. And since you
are everywhere, I'll write you. I'll tell you how I came to be here,
but it's not important. Shoes. Yellow and silver, old ones. Not my
first ones, but old running shoes. Sand and earth so fine it's left a
red powder on my soles. Picn1re the sand so fine that when a wind
blows, I can taste it as a fine film on my lips. The wind comes softly
but steady, for the canyon walls are tall, the waterbed is dry, and the
passage narrow. You can probably picn1re this. The small aspens
with shimmering green leaves, tiny purple flowers and shoots of
slender green. White clouds from last night's rain, rocks cool to
the touch. You know what I mean. And they told us to write. But
here, you are all I can think 0£ So how can I write this place without
writing you?
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AND LIKE YOU l'M VERY MISERABLE
by

Rachel Sherman

The news that Jim had killed himself came when Charlotte was
putting her toothbmsh back into the drawer just before leaving for
work. It was her mother's voice who answered the return call, but
her father assumed the ultimate obligation of divulging the black
news of her uncle's death.
There had been a text earlier in the morning, directions to call
when Charlotte had a few minutes-ignored and rescheduled, because it was going to be about Charlotte's relationships, which she
generally preferred to conduct after dinner or on the walk home
from class. The acn1al news-Uncle Jim killed himself last nightregistered with the dark surprise of a heavy footfall on an invisible
stair.
Charlotte used two squares of toilet paper from the bathroom to
wipe away the dark stains under her eyes and left for work, thinking about how she would explain herself Surely someone at work
would say you look tired and Charlotte would have the chance to
reply no, just feeling sad today.
A girl on the sidewalk, a few paces in front of Charlotte, was
talking on the phone in a strain of wet sobs. Charlotte wanted to
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say something, perhaps apologize for the particularly callous traffic
today, but fell too many steps behind and then remembered that
she had forgotten a paper for Spanish and turned around.
Back at home, she sent an email which she knew would not be
received until it no longer mattered: Dear Scott, I won 't be coming
into work today. My parents told me this morning that my uncle killed
himself last night. See you tomorrow, & sorry.
After printing the paper and falling asleep in the living room,
Charlotte walked to campus and skipped Spanish because Garrett
had asked if she wanted to go to lunch, and even though she wasn't
hungry, she thought it might provide a good opportunity to talk.
Inside the food court, the crush of bodies made it difficult to do
anything but read everything on the menu over and over again in
silence. Garrett accepted Charlotte's dispassionate opinion about
what kind of sandwich they should split without protestation.
There was a brief discussion about who would pay for it. Charlotte
paid for it.
"I have to tell you something," she stated once they had both sat
down and unwrapped their sandwiches. "My dad told me that my
uncle killed himselflast night."
Garrett's sandwich hovered just in front of his mouth . He lowered it an inch and asked, "Wait. Were you close?"
It was a test to see how much sympathy she required. The answer, Charlotte knew, must be carefully predicated upon principles of proportions and stoichiometry, but she had never been very
good at math.
She supposed they were not so close.
"So . .. are you sad?"
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They split the cookie, too, and Charlotte offered Garrett the
bigger half while Garrett talked about his upcoming soccer
game and his concern about a test.
"You're going to miss my soccer game?" he confirmed, opening his eyes a little wider when Charlotte mentioned she had to
go home that weekend for the funeral.
Later that afternoon, Harrison wanted to go to the store to
buy groceries . Charlotte did not want to go to the store but
thought a conversation with Harrison would improve the day.
He was pleased to see her when she picked him up, waving as
she pulled up to the curb. "Where were you this morning?" he
asked as he slipped inside the car. "You didn't come to work."
"Well-it's a sad reason," she began. "My parents called me
this morning to tell me that my uncle killed himselflast night."
His expression overreached for gravity. "Were you close?"
After a moment of consideration, Charlotte cited the incident of having spent every Tuesday in his swimming pool two
summers ago.
"Then I'm sorry."
On the way home, Harrison was enthusiastic to show her
some new music he had lately discovered . They listened to it
until they were stopped at a traffic light and Charlotte hadn't
responded .
Harrison stared through the windshield. "Do you ever have
the experience of talking to someone, and it's like having a helium balloon? You're holding onto the string, but you know if
you let go of the string, it will float away?"
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He unplugged the music in deference, and they rode in silence
the rest of the way home until Harrison thanked her for taking him
to the store when she dropped him off.
The rest of the evening, Charlotte lay in the corner of the couch
with her eyes closed while Garrett stayed too late doing his homework. A few times she walked into the kitchen; her roommates pretended not to notice when she lingered behind the open refrigerator door with a paper towel to her face.
While she lay in bed, she thought about her grandfather and
her step-grandfather finding the body of her uncle laying in the
field behind the swimming pool and realized she had no idea what
it looked like when people shot themselves-what had happened
to his glasses?
During Spanish the next day, Charlotte presented a newspaper
article that said suicide was the second leading cause of violent
death in an Argentinian village. She also said that she had chosen
the article because her uncle had killed himself two nights before,
but sn1mbled over the preterite conjugation of suicidar. The professor emitted a noise of sympathy, but the faces of her classmates
remained unaffected.
There was an ensuing discussion: To prevent suicide, the students in the class said it was a good idea to 1) make sure to stay
close to loved ones and 2) pay attention to warning signs. Charlotte
sat at her desk and thought about the last time she had seen her
uncle. It was at the cabin during the summer; Jim was hanging up
blue streamers for the birthday party, and Charlotte was handing
him pieces of tape. Grammy had said this is a good birthday, because the people I care about most in the world are here.
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Charlotte left for home early because her parents, certainly,
would be tired of talking and would want to go bed as soon as
possible. Instead, she stayed up listening to her parents complain
about nearly all of the funeral arrangements, which had been organized by a family member who was not experienced with organizing funerals like Charlotte's father was.
"Shawna said he wouldn't have liked piano music," he told
Charlotte. "But it's just sn1pid, isn't it, basing funerals off of what
the dead person would have wanted. I don't think he cares at all
what we do for his funeral. That's why he's dead, because he didn't
care. Isn't it?"
Near the end of the service, there was open time.
"You all have a story to tell about Jim," her grandmother threatened when nobody stood up to take advantage of the open microphone. She was the one who had organized the program. After a
hesitation, several people Charlotte didn't know took turns with
their remarks while Charlotte watched the slideshow of pictures
start over twice more. She didn't see any pictures ofhersel£
After the funeral, there was a luncheon at the country club, and
everyone got dnmk and went out on the balcony to smoke while
it was breezy. Charlotte sat at the table, and the brownies weren't
good, but she ate five because they were soft.
She asked her brother about the circulating rumors that he had
left liquor store sales and been hired somewhere else. It was the
first attempt at a conversation the last five years had seen.
"At St. Mary's," he affirmed. "Sterilizing surgical instrnments."
She nodded, and her brother stood up and went outside to
smoke.
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Although Charlotte and her parents had wanted to go home, the
funeral party reconvened that night at Jim's house, where they ate
frozen lasagna and sheet cake with raspberry jam in the middle.
Charlotte did the dishes, but for all the time she thought she had
spent in her uncle's kitchen, she didn't know where to put the large
plastic bowl or any of the knives. She left them on the counter next
to the sink to fall under the control of someone else's assumption.
Her mother inquired after a set of Nana's silver that had somehow ended up in Jim's possession. Luckily, they found it in the
buffet right behind the dining room table, tarnished with male neglect, and Charlotte's mother placed it carefully by the front door
so they wouldn't forget to bring it home later.
Once there were enough people gathered at Jim's house to cultivate a sense of estrangement, the party stood in a large circle in
the field behind the swimming pool. A few boxes of sparklers were
passed around. Although the air was choking with smoke from
cigarettes and fireworks, no one could seem to find a lighter, and
no one was quite sure what ceremony was required when holding
a burning stick.
Jim's ex-wife, holding her sparklerup, said, "We love you, Jim! "
There were other shouts. Someone started singing "You Are
My Sunshine," and people murmured along, rocking uneasily to
the context of actual loss. The black sky evacuated any heavenly
response.
"These are the most dangerous kind of firework," Charlotte
said, watching the fire descend towards her fist in a shower of
sparks. "They can burn up to three thousand degrees."
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But her skin was impervious to the alleged heat. The futility settled like arthritis into Charlotte's bones. Once her sparkler burned
out, she stuck the wire in an empty flower pot beside the gate and
went back inside the house to text Garrett about his soccer game.
They had lost badly, 6-0.
Charlotte could not feel sad for him.
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Third Dimension
Melissa McNamara

A LONE A LAST A LOVED A LONG
by

Madison Beckstead Bowman

1. My mother's cowboy hat is felt and cream-colored. She wears

it low on her forehead until it hides her eyebrows and almost her
eyes, which are dark and set far back into her skull. Her hat is dusty
because she is no show cowgirl, but one that can quickly corral a
calf back through the stock chute as well as ride the serpentine ride
with a pearly smile, giving the choppy up-and-down wave that one
gives while galloping. Once Zeb has read the cowboy prayer in his
booming announcer's voice, she will ride off out of the arena while
her children and grandchildren cheer from their seats in section
B or, if they're the lucky ones, the seats over the chutes. This is my
rodeo mother.
2. Fifteen years before I was born, a horse bucked my mother off
its back onto a cement slab, then sat on her head , cracked her skull,
and snuffed her into a coma. My father's parents heard this news
while my dad was at work and waited for him to come home so they
could tell him. And even though my parents, who had been high
school sweethearts, were not dating when my mother had the accident, when my grandparents told my father what had happened,
he n1rned pale and shaky and, without saying a word, walked out
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the door, got into his tmck, and drove away to be with her. "That
was the moment we knew he loved her," my grandfather told me
once. Ten days later, and a few hours after my mother's doctor said
it was unlikely she would survive, my mother woke from unconsciousness and found my father sitting by her side. I have never
asked her when she knew my father loved her.
3. My mother was born in the town she was raised in, the town
she still lives in, a town she is made 0£ When she walks down the
street, she greets everyone she sees. She knows their stories, their
parents, their children. At Christmastime, she is the organizer of
the Festival of Lights event: a bed race, parade, fireworks , and the
lighting of the town. In the summer, she is consumed with the rodeo. She is its committee chair, the first woman in its 7 9 year history to fill that position. When I was young, I believed she ran the
whole town. Now that I'm older, I'm not sure she doesn't.
4. Seventeen years before I was born, my mother's father, a
healthy man, a horse man in his late 40s, contracted pancreatic
cancer and died four months after his diagnosis. He died a ravaged, yellowing skeleton, but until the end he retained a mischievous twinkle in his eye, as though dying were just a trick he was
playing, or a joke he told to pass the time.
5. In a box in my parents' basement is a collection of Super 8
film reels. When many of us are together and someone makes the
effort of setting up the projector, we watch the rolls of film and talk
about the past. The reels consist of silent snippets, black and white
scenes with a slow, choppy frame rate like the movies from the 20s,
though these home videos were mostly taken in the 50s and 60s.
One video shows my teenaged mother and her father returning
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from a day of riding, unsaddling their horses and parading for the
camera with stiff legs and radiant faces. I like to watch the films
reflected on the faces of my mother and her two older brothers as
they sit with rapt attention, the grainy shades of gray and light illuminating their sibling-similar features. They share a pair of eyes:
deep-set, with their father's playful twinkle and their mother's way
of shrinking up and squeezing shut when they really get laughing.
These are the eyes of my siblings, too, and when we are together, I
love to make them laugh long and hard so I can watch their cheekbones rising up, folding the eye skin like a suddenly compressed
accordion, pressing their eyes shut, sticking their eyelids together,
making us the same.
6 . My mother was orphaned at age 56, when her mother passed
away from pneumonia. I did not consider her an orphan, did not
think someone her age could be one, but she told me that she was
and when I looked at her eyes for months afterward and saw the
subtle loneliness in their depth, I believed her.
7. During tl1e deepest week of August, the deepest month of
the year, the field of the rodeo arena is watered until the dust is
defeated, then plowed into earthy troughs. My grandfather used to
do this, then my fatl1er, and now my brother has taken over the job
of circling the arena with tractor and plow in smaller and smaller
circles, repeating as necessary, until the ground is primed for roping calves and wrestling steers and circling barrels and bucking
broncos. In the rich dirt of that arena, my family has walked, boots
sinking into the topsoil, or tl1ey have ridden, galloping buckskins
who shoot dirt in arcs behind them as they launch forward. If
you're there on that weekend in August, when the tractor drives
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away and its exhaust evaporates into the dwindling dusk, there will
be a moment when you think you should have brought a sweater,
and moments after that, you will discover the finest smell on Earth,
the smell of pure earth. You will want to lie in that dirt, sweep angel tracks into it with your arms and legs, stick your nose down
into a furrow and inhale deeply, heap mounds of it onto your legs
and torso until you yourself are a large mound of blackish, heavy
soil. The next day, hats will be flung into that dirt, tossed from the
heads of bull-riding cowboys or whisked off the heads of dolled-up
rodeo queens. But when my mother rides in that arena she will
push her hat down low on her head. It will stay until she chooses to
take it off, and when she does, her hair will be flat against her scalp
and there will be seen for hours afterward a slight band of indented
red across her brow.
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WOLVES
by Sophie Lefens

I saw her twice at the bacon brick school,
this worn woman haloed in Sabbath sun.
She sucked life in and out of her cigarette,
smoking out the wolves crocheted into her sweater.
Sans irony. Sans sin.
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THE SUMMER AFTER TREK I DREAM IN LIME GREEN
by Kylie McQuarrie

Lime green turkeys peel themselves
from my pioneer skirt, squawk into the sky, and lime
green sweat smears my homemade bloomers.
Sister Richards, who saved me from heat stroke in July,
seems to be living in a lime green jello salad. She
grins at me through jiggling gelatinous walls. She
tastes like the dish soap we poured into the Sweetwater
to scrub the salt from our bonnets, artificial lime tang
rising from the river, smell of firecrackers smoldering in
green Wyoming grass.
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"YOUR INNER GODDESS IS PERSEPHONE," SAYS
SUZANNE'S NEW AGE QUIZ
by Kylie McQuarrie
I think of pomegranates, my dad slitting their thick skin into a
bowl of tap water and prying out the mby seeds. "Water cleans up
the mess," he says. "They come out easier." The pith gives up the
gems, strips away like skin. My diagnosis dangles from the fridge
and I shuck seeds the way he taught me. My last knife carves the
fruit's strange neck.
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ROCKS
by

DallinLaw

Rocks rest black, volcanic, and half buried in reddish-brown sand.
Heavy to lift and yet out of place, strangers just passing through.
Ifl wanted, I could root them up, carry them away, moveable and
mortal. I could roll them to the striated cliffs filling the horizon
and introduce them. Ponderous witnesses to volcanic mbble once
heaved out of magma, hurled out into this older, foreign, sandy
place to cool.
Frail clusters of hermit grasses, miniature shmbs, tiny flowers,
and stumpy trees huddle close to creeping rocks. The wind deflected by the cold, frozen mineral, the plants couched between gaps
of stone. They shiver and cower with only rocky comfort. I am like
these.
A cold convulsion. My hands are white and red with coldscaly, alien. A warm creature growing cold, sitting on a frozen
stone. Body's heat leaching from my shmnken buttocks, my presence is at best temporary, more likely meaningless.
There have been times when I felt old like the cliffs-perspective found standing still for a long time. I became aware of
transient things. Bacteria in a petri dish-multiplying, dividing,
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reproducing, growing at a rate difficult to concepu1alize. Compared
to the cliffs, I am small, but compared to the single-celled, I am a
cliff. I'll eat yogurt like a cliff eats humans.
Of course, these are terms much too small, too embarrassingly
short-sighted. I detach the cliffs from their place and time, bring
them back to thoughtless origin. In silence tl1ey orbit a slowly gathering, heating pre-sun-dully tl1robbing red. I trace invisible filaments of gravity that connect all matter everywhere, loosely gathering dust clouds slowly swirling inward. A coming together. I watch
as one cliff, after millions of years of circling, finally finds the other
half of the canyon. Their matters mated, their energies expelled on
one another, heating through a loving, violent attraction.
I lay my body down on the rock and place our two matters together. Carbon meets silicate. Re-creation of the sole creative
movement, how life was born. We two floated together once as
siblings, everything in common. The sun floats above me as it did
then-ultimate, generous in emanations of heat born in entropic
orgies of fire.
One day the sun's hydrogen core will all be burned into helium.
Ravenous, the sun will metamorphosize into a larger, redder, angrier star relearning to consume itself from the inside out, an insatiable hunger ending with explosion. Explanation and origins for
what I see. Suns, long since exploded, are what this rock is made 0£
I'm a star corpse walking, thinking thoughts my creators never did.
How long can I sit still-distancing, broadening-until I am
subsumed in massive cycles and processes too big to see tl1e smallest fraction of their revolution? Purposefully, I fill my lungs, pushing my ribs out and stretching my stomach, straining my navel
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until I exhale. I make a fist, feeling the skin stretch over my knuckles cracking, drying, becoming ugly. I feel where my clothes drape
over and cling to me as if I had shingles, acutely surprised. I shift
my lower body by pushing against the rock with my hands, a shift
to the right buttock; it's warmer.
I'm taking up the Zen Buddhist's project of awareness of things,
the origin, connection and relation. I take up the secular geologists and astronomers' vision of the past in the transient surface of
present. Cutting away superfluous, crowding, competing voices,
I rediscover not myself, but instead, for a moment, the cyclic past
and find myself temporary and blissfully empty. Realization comes
suddenly, violently, and forcefully-an anticlimax.
The past has become hypnotic to me; I see it everywhere, in everything a bulky, n1rning wheel without holds. Like musty boxes
of silken fabrics from my great grandmother's attic unearthed by
curious nostalgia, the substrucn1re of each folded bolt formed of
thoughts, emotions, memories-each sensation woven on top
of uncertain stories, hinted origins. The past has become both a
source of quixotic enlightenment and an eternally reinterpretable
symbol. It affirms my existence, showing I've lived , but proves too
deep to safely plumb.
Out of habit, I reach for my knife and it feels familiar. A year
ago I looked for a pocket knife. I started noticing more knives
protruding out of pockets. Surgical, tactical, sterile and menacing knives. Precisely harmful for the pseudo-military paranoid.
Other men wore woody knives with OLD TIMER etched on plastic woody cases, housing wide blades. I saw in them my dad as he
carefully opened his knife to teach me how to clean a fish, where to
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cut. Each knife was pregnant with past, with latent association. I
needed something blank or at least uninterpretable, a tabula rasa.
Plain, my knife is constructed of three pieces. A round wooden
cylinder for a handle. It feels oily smooth though it's dry. On one
end a metal ring turns with pressure from my thumb. I tum it until
the small slit in the metal aligns with cl1e blade tucked inside the
handle. The knife unfolds and I turn the locking ring again to keep
the blade from folding in. The blade is cl1in, strong, and sharp. The
mechanisms, the materials, the ideas of the knife are plain-understood and unadorned.
But I especially study cl1e blade. High carbon steel, able to be
honed to a razor sharpness, but a finicky metal prone to rust, staining, and quick dulling. Even after cutting an apple, the perfect
shiny gray color had tarnished spotted black. The humid summer
showed its effects in a proto-rust. At first I scrubbed it away, kept it
clean, the tabula rasa, but then I stopped. Each time I thumb open
the lock ring and pull on the blade I read its signs-blackened past
etched in rust and preserved in tarnish.
I don't cut cl1ings everyday, but I have the knife with me among
the uncuttable rocks. A tangible meditation, a reminder to myself
that things have pasts, arcane names-the stellar dust, the rockvisitor, the human. The knife becomes a steel diary affirming past
existence, distancing present from identities held in origins. I
hold the stained blade up, playing the glint against my eye. Up
to my face, I look from the knife to the cliff face and back again.
Matching patterns.
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THE LONELINESS CAF£
by

Richard Dokey

The store was open until ten. A small cafe was nicked into one corner. As long as he purchased something, the security guard, whose
name was Gus, let him stay as long as he liked.
He pushed a cart up and down the aisles. He looked at the
brightly labeled cans, bags, cartons, and bottles. There were so
many things. He bought only the same things. A loaf of high fiber,
multi-grain bread. A quart of non-fat milk. Toilet tissue. Cat food.
Bananas. Sometimes, because he wanted to, he bought a tub of ice
cream or a package ofHydrox cookies or a few candy bars. He gave
these things away.
Old people were in the aisles. They pushed their carts, deciding
about what they had already decided.
He enjoyed sitting in the cafe sipping a decaf and nibbling a
Danish. The light was good. He watched the people. They were all
there for the same reason. He was careful not to be too judgmental, but they made him believe he was a patient in a waiting room.
Sometimes he was more objective and removed himselflike a book
from a she!£ He had many books at home and spent hours each
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day reading. History. Psychology. Literature. Philosophy. He underlined the books and made notes in the margins.
He had just set the cup of decaf down with the wam1ed Danish
on a white, porcelain plate when a voice behind him said, "Well,
hello there again."
He turned.
An elderly woman in a soft blue dress stood beside a silver shopping cart. A white cotton sweater was pulled across her shoulders.
She was carefully, but tastefully, made up. Her lip gloss was so pale
that he thought her lips must be naturally bright. Her eyes were
blue, as blue as a morning sky, and her face, though lined, was not
hidden by rouge or powder. She was elegant, if a bit out of date.
"Hello," he said. He stood up.
"I noticed you the first time I was here," she said. "You were so
nicely dressed." She extended her hand. "My name is Juliet. Juliet
Ames. Please call me Julie."
'Tm Fred Stanley. Would you care for a cup of coffee?"
"If it's decaf I can't drink regular coffee past noon. It keeps me
awake."
"It's decaf," he said.
"I would be delighted to have a cup of coffee, then. Thank you."
She sat down. He went to the counter and filled a porcelain cup.
When he ren1rned, she said, "Fred. That's Frederick, isn't it?"
"Yes," he said. "But please call me Fred."
"Frederick is such a lovely name. That was Chopin's name.
Imagine calling Frederick Chopin Fred Chopin." She laughed, in
a pleasing, puffy way. "May I call you Frederick, then?"
"Of course," he said.
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"He was so young when he died," she said.
"Yes, he was."
"Thirty-nine, I believe. Isn't that awful?"
"I suppose it is," he said.
"But think of what he accomplished. More than the rest of us
who live to be a hundred." She wet her lips with the coffee. "Think
of that music. All that lovely music."
He thought about it, but it didn't make any difference.
"I've just come into the neighborhood," she said. "My children
found me a nice cottage in a place called Connor Woods by the
park. Do you know it?"
"Yes," he said. "That's very nice."
"I don't much like restaurant coffee, do you?"
"It's all right in a pinch, I suppose."
"Yes, that's so. I make a full pot every morning, though I only
drink two cups or so. It's the only way I can make coffee. My Arthur
was a great coffee drinker. It's wasteful, but I can't stand those coffee crystals. Can you?"
"No," he said.
He looked past her. He saw people he recognized; the old man,
for example, in the brown jacket, the same brown jacket the old
man always wore. A felt hat, one that someone might wear in a
James Cagney black and white movie, was cmshed upon his head.
The old man shuffled, picking things from the shelves, reading the
labels, putting things back. A pair of dmgstore glasses sat perched
on the tip of his nose. There was that woman again with the heavy
gray coat down to her ankles and the paisley scarf cinched against
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gray, wiry hair. She stopped, looked, rolled the cart a bit, stopped.
The cart was empty.
He looked at the woman named Juliet. She was charming. She
was not like Ellen at all, and he would never have picked her out of
a crowd. But she was pleasant. It was very pleasant sitting there in
the clean light of the cafe sipping coffee and listening to her talk.
"My mother named me Juliet," the woman said, "because her
sister was named Juliet, though everybody called her Jutat. Well,
Jutat's husband Bill died, and she lived on in that big house by hersel£ Then her arthritis got so bad that her children moved her into
one of those assisted living places. She didn't want to go there, of
course. Bill was in the old house with the all the furninire and the
pictures and the lawn and the flowers out back that he took such
good care 0£ She said sometimes it was as though he still might
come in to wash up for lunch. It seemed that way to Aunt Jutat
anyway. I never felt like that when Arthur died."
He swallowed and blinked his eyes.
"Well, perhaps later, then?" he offered.
"You mean heaven or something?"
"Something," he said.
"I don't know about it," she said. "I just know when something's over in this world, it's over. It's sad but comforting in a way,
too, don't you think? Even if your name is Chopin?"
He tried to pull a book from the shelves. He tried to find something he had underlined. Everyone was equal. Everyone vanished.
That was fair, it seemed, yet maybe it wasn't. How could you live
without hope?
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"They set her up-my Aunt Jutat-at the assisted living. They
put the old furniture the same way with all the pictures and things,
and that was better than a nursing home, with one little room,
noise in the hallway and a patio the size of a bath. Then she met
Victor, a retired Presbyterian minister, who lived tl1ere too. They
visited together. They went for walks and ate together and watched
television together. It was so nice. Victor helped her fasten her brassiere because she couldn't reach around any more. When Victor
died, she sat in that room with all those things from the old house.
That's when, she said, Uncle Bill tmlywas gone. It was a museum,
she said, and she was the caretaker."
She looked at me aisles, which gave off a technicolor of choice.
"When Aunt Jutat died, my daughter Alison and her family
came up from Southern California for tl1e funeral. Alison wore
a tight-fitting black dress cut above the knee, and I said, 'Alison,
do you mink that kind of thing is appropriate?' and Alison said,
'Mom, Jutat loved it when I wore mings like mis.' Looking back,
I can see mat was really sweet--! mean, really touching. Jutat always did enjoy young people and young things. She never had a
bad word about anybody or anyiliing. That was Aunt Jutat." She
laughed. "Listen to me. On and on."
"That's fine," he smiled. "I like listening to you talk."
She blushed. It was pleasant seeing me color fill me lines of her
face.
"Would you care for a refill?" he asked.
"Yes. Please."
He walked to me coffee urn.
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When he returned, she said, "Everyone these days has one of
those cell things. They carry them everywhere, chattering away like
magpies, in stores and on the street and anywhere. I imagine it's
convenient, but I don't have one. Do you?"
"No," he said. "I never did."
"People just chattering away."
"It isn't talking, " he said.
She smiled and bent forward.
"Isn't that so?" she said. "If someone wants to talk to you, they
should come see you. They should sit down in a chair so you can
look at them and watch their faces. See that woman over there by
the cereal?"
"Yes," he said.
"She was in here the first time I came in. She's wearing the very
same thing she was wearing then, the same dress and the same
shawl and those Oat-heeled shoes. It's no bother to take a little time
to look nice. I wanted to say hello, but she wouldn't look at me. I
don't think she even saw me."
"Perhaps she did," he said.
"What do you mean?"
"She sees you, but she doesn't want you to see that she sees you.
She's embarrassed. Everybody here this time of night is embarrassed. There's no place else. Nobody's home. The light is here.
People are here. Everything is on the shelves. You take the faces of
the people and the few things you buy home with you. You feel a
little better when you go to bed."
He hesitated, confosed.
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"Frederick," she said, "would you care to come to dinner some
evening?"
He looked at her kind old face. "I would like that very much."
"I do so love to cook, but now I don't get a chance. I can waste
a pot of coffee, but I just can't waste good food. There's no point
in cooking a nice dinner with all the trimmings, and it's just me.
Would Saturday night be all right? Say, around six?"
"That would be fine," he said.
She gave him her address. They exchanged telephone numbers.
''I'll have to pick up a few more things, then," she said. "After I
finish this cup of coffee, that is."
"Would you like me to bring anything?" he asked.
"Just yourself. I'll have everything else."
"Not even wine, perhaps?"
"Well, wine, then," she said. "That would be nice."
"White or red?"
"A nice zinfandel, I think. You pick it."
"All right," he said, "Julie." It was odd saying her name.
"Well, all right then, Frederick."
She raised her cup, looking at him over the rim.
Later, he bought an old vine zinfandel from Black Rock Winery
in Napa. He set the bottle on the table near the front door of the
house. It was not the same house in which Ellen and he had lived.
That house was too large. Memories lurked in the corners and
shadows. He purchased this tiny three-bedroom place in an older,
quieter neighborhood. He used one bedroom for a study, another
for the children when they visited and the other for sleep. He often
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slept, though, on the sofa in the living room, where he could open
the curtains and watch the garden in the moonlight.
He arrived at her place precisely at six. An iron gate opened into
a courtyard . Cottages were around the courtyard. Unmarked roads
led through a grove of large oak trees to other cottages. A man in
olive coveralls mowed a patch of lawn. Another man bent into a
flower bed. He found her cottage and touched the door bell.
He was pleasantly surprised. She wore a pale organdy dress,
close above the waist, but soft and full below the hips. A single red
rose was fastened at her left shoulder. He held the bottle of wine in
a brown paper bag.
"Hello, Frederick," she said. "Do come in."
It was a very pleasant place, spotlessly clean and larger than he
had expected. To his right a flowered print sofa flanked by two
cushioned, matching chairs faced a screened hearth upon which
a small fire burned. The room smelled pleasantly of burning wood
and the white scented candle upon the dining room table to his
left. The table was tastefully set and reminded him of a picture he
had seen in a magazine.
"Would you like a drink?" she asked.
"Yes, very much," he said.
"Scotch, I'll bet."
"Scotch it is."
She laughed. "Go in and sit down. I'll be right with you."
He handed her the wine.
It was even more pleasant in the living room. He tried to decide
where to sit. He picked the chair to the right of the sofa.
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Photographs of young people and children were on the wall.
Her family, he supposed. There were some prints and a poster in a
gold frame that said Naples across the bottom. There were no other
photographs.
She brought the drinks and sat down in the other chair.
"Do you like roast?" she said.
"I love roast."
"That's good because I have a roast ready like no roast you've
ever eaten."
"I can't wait," he said, raising the glass to his lips.
They chatted for a time and went in to the dining room.
"Sit here, at the head," she said. "I'll sit next to you. When the
children were with us, I, of course, sat at the other end, but when
they went off to their own lives, it seemed rather silly to sit way over
there to talk. And then we could watch the television that Arthur
bought for the buffet there against the wall."
A roast surrounded by carrots and potatoes sat on the table between them. Slices of fresh-baked bread were in a wicker basket. A
tossed salad sat next to the bread.
"Would you like to do the honors, Frederick?" she said, handing
him a large-bladed knife with a black handle. ''I'll open the wine."
He sliced the meat carefully. She opened the wine and said,
"We'll let it sit a moment, don't you think?"
"All right," he said.
He ate the meat, potatoes, and carrots. He spread a patina of
butter upon the bread and ate that. The meat was very good, and
the bread was delicious. He caught himself remembering. He
drank the wine and tried not to remember too much. At the end,
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she produced an angel food cake with peppermint cream cheese
frosting. In all his life, he had not tasted a flavor like that.
"That was so good, Julie," he said. "You are a very fine cook."
"I told you," she laughed. "Wait until you taste my spaghetti
sauce. Let's go in by the fire and have our coffee."
"All right," he said.
He sat in the same chair. It was very pleasant sitting by the fire
and being so full and sipping a cup of coffee.
"This is decaf?" he asked.
"Of course," she said.
"It's so very good. I couldn't tell."
"I buy it from the State Street Coffee Barn."
"Oh, yes," he said.
"You know," she said, "Arthur came home from the hospital.
Then, one day, he was sitting in that very chair where you're sitting now reading his newspaper. I was sitting right here in my own
chair reading my magazine. The newspaper fell. I looked up. He
was gone."
He set the coffee cup upon the end table and shifted his weight.
"I am so sorry," he said.
"Oh, no, Frederick. I didn't mean it that way. That was just how
it happened, that's all. I thought about becoming a volunteer. I
have a friend who is a Gray Lady at St. Joseph's. But everyone in
a hospital is sick or hurt or something. I went with her one day
to see about it. All those sick or hurt people in double rooms with
curtains between the beds and people on gurneys in the corridors
waiting for help. It was all so very depressing. I don't see how my
friend Nancy tolerates it."
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"Well," he said, "hospitals do save lives." He remembered
Ellen and the corridors and the room with Ellen and another bed.
"Hopefully they do, anyway," he finished.
"Oh, I know they do, of course. But what happens happens,
evenn1ally. Everything is so much of a struggle. There you are in
the hospital watching everyone struggle so much more. Somehow,
finally, there should be rest, don't you think? But there is no rest
that I can see. Do you see any, Frederick?"
He looked at her.
"So you have to accept things," she said. "Finally, I mean."
He was angry, though he had decided long ago that it was futile to be angry about anything. He was reading Carl Jung. He was
reading Otto Rank. The human race was a myth, which was fine, as
long as you didn't wake up.
He understood. It had nothing to do with him, not in a way that
went back through a life and came forward to the end. He sat in
Arthur's chair. He ate Arthur's food. He heard the voice that Arthur
heard. He loved Ellen then. He loved Ellen now. Ellen was all that
he loved. And this woman, this kindly old woman, laying in wood
for the winter, brought him home for dinner and warmth by the
fire .
"Yes," he replied.
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HEROIN
by Jesse Quebbeman-Turley

I found heroin in my wallet.
"What a small pinch of nothing,"
I thought.
I pinched my niece's cheek,
she became my niece.
I pinch myself
My flesh, I find, is heroin too.
"What a hole," I think,
"what a name for nothing."
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FAUNTLEROY RECEIVES HIS WINGS
by Sam Thayn

From the top of the world, a white handkerchie£ Fauntleroy
makes a sun and rolls it down the mountain until it melts. In
the blizzard, the iron-jawed man walks in the snow, carrying his
daughter. He has braided her hair and taken her socks of£ Make
me an offer, he says. And Fauntleroy has clouds for breakfast
from now on, great spoonfuls of cotton which rain down his
throat for the rest of the day. When he was alive, he touched the
sky with the Glove of Sky Touching. He made sure there were no
cigarettes in mouths. That there were no hands in pockets. That
the heel of the serpent did not bruise. With his everyday way of
being, he moved his office to the highest tower and stood at its
articular to find a way down without hands.
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False Idea

of Freedom

Daniele Vickers

THREE DAYS OUT
by

Frank Scozzari

"That was hell. I'm not in hell now, nor do I ever want to be again,
at least not until I'm dead." Ridley said it like he really meant it and
then spit overboard into the water. He looked far out into the horizon. The swells were large and foreboding and the fog prohibited
him from seeing anything beyond a couple hundred yards.
"Are you sure this is the right direction?"
Gordon checked the GPS device. He could see their position on
the small digital screen, a red dot on a map, and the outline of the
California coast, moving slowly along the right-hand margin.
"All is good," he said.
Gordon sat in the stem of the 2 8-foot panga boat, near the outboard motor, wearing a faded, khaki flannel shirt and sunglasses.
He looked ahead as the bow sliced through the jade green water.
Sarah, the one female onboard, was nestled beside her boyfriend,
Michael, on one of the perpendicular benches. And Ridley sat precariously at the point of the bow.
"The Secret is what saved me," Ridley continued, his long
brown hair blowing in the wind. "If not for The Secret, I'd still be
in hell now."
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"The Secret?" Sarah asked.

"You haven't heard of it? It's a global phenomenon. The Secret ...
the laws of attraction. If you have a dream and believe in it, the
forces of nature will conspire to make it come true."
"Okay, maybe I have heard ofit."
"It was my salvation . . . like a light bulb going off in my head,
and the minute it came to me, I realized I could have anything I
want."

"That's why you're on a panga boat in the middle of the ocean?"
Gordon asked.
"It's like finding nirvana," Ridley said, ignoring the comment.
"And with it, everything begins to fall into place."
"Tell me more," said Sarah.
"Hell is something you can eradicate from your mind. Heaven
is something you can choose to have, here and now, if you want it.
It's all a matter of controlling one's consciousness, and willing it."
"Yeah?"
"What do you think Gordon?" Michael asked.
"I think its bullshit."
"Let him talk," Sarah said.
"It's been around since the dawn of time. All the great minds
of history knew about it ... Plato, Shakespeare, Lincoln, Einstein."
"Then why isn't everyone rich and powerful?" Michael asked.
"Most people don't know about it. It was suppressed for many
years."
"Okay," Sarah said. "Tell me how it works."
"It's the law of attraction. What you seek and what you desire will come true if you believe it and let it into your mind, and
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concentrate on it. Look at me. A week ago I wanted to be a millionaire, and here I am now on this boat with all of you, soon to be one."
"You just have to think about it?"
"Thoughts become things."
"It seems too simple."
"It works, tn1st me."
Gordon tapped the side of the fuel tank with the sole of his shoe
and it made a hollow sound.
"Hey Michael, pass down one of those gas cans, " he said.
Michael lifted one of the heavy five-gallon gasoline cans and carried it down to the stern, carefully stepping past Sarah and over the
three perpendicular benches.
"I went to a conference in L.A.," Ridley continued preaching
from the bow. "I saw kidneys regenerated, cancer resolved. One
man was paralyzed, mute, and on a ventilator after his spine and
diaphragm had been crushed in a plane crash. He fully credits his
recovery to the power of The Secret."
Gordon chuckled.
"You doubt it?" Ridley asked.
"I question it."
"You're a non-believer."
"I believe in a self-fulfilling prophecy, and the power of positive
thinking, but I think they have their limitations. I prefer to rely on
my own know-how and perseverance."
"You have to get the negative thoughts out of your head."
'TU do that after we get this boat to its destination."

Ridley turned his attention back to Sarah. "Quantum physics is
a part of the Law," he said, lighting up a cigarette. "Your thoughts
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actually send out magnetic signals that draw in what it is that you
want. It's a scientific fact."
"And now he's a physicist." Gordon said quietly as he twisted off
the fuel tank cap.
"He's into the spiritual, mystical side of things," Michael
replied.
Together they poured in the additional five gallons of gasoline
and then Michael ren1rned to his place beside Sarah.
"It's a power that we human beings have always possessed but
have always suppressed. It's been stashed away, hidden not only
by those who wanted to keep it for themselves, but also by all of
us who are unwilling to accept it and acknowledge its power. For
example, that GPS tl1ere that Gordon's got. It's a nice tool but you
don't need it. If you have The Secret you can navigate this ship, or
any ship for that matter, simply by using the laws of attraction."
"Come on," Sarah said.
"Really, most of the things we rely on in this world are just a
substin1te for what we can achieve on our own. Columbus didn't
need GPS because he knew the power. He simply attracted himself
to land just as a meteor attracts itself to the earth."
"You really think it works that good?"
"I don't think. I know."
"It would be great iflife could be so easy."
It's all crap, Gordon thought. He listened to tl1e humming
sound of the 90 horsepower Yamaha outboard motor as they continued tl1eir way north at a steady pace of twenty-five knots. He
checked their route on the GPS. The screen showed a straight yellow line from the south, from where they had come, and a straight
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blue line etched ahead. He looked forward. It was late in the afternoon now and all their parkas were wet from the dew and fog.
Sarah's hat flopped in the breeze generated by the forward momentum of the boat. She was a decent looking woman, he thought,
daintily feminine but firmly confident. A college graduate in her
mid-twenties with a foll head of red hair, yet here she was with
three desperates out in the Pacific on an illicit mission.
He watched as she opened the ice chest and pulled out some
packages.
"Dinner anyone?"
''I'll take one," Michael said.
"Me too," said Ridley.
She passed around pre-wrapped sandwiches and bottles of
AriZona ice tea, and a Rockstar energy drink for Ridley. They all ate
as the boat continued on its northerly path.
"Too many people focus on the negative," Ridley said. "You
must telegraph your thoughts and desires. You must manifest your
dreams if they are to come tme. You must create your own destiny."

They pulled shifts through the night, sitting in the stern of the
boat, steering the small outboard motor and watching the GPS
screen. Morning came and Gordon woke from a short sleep with
his head resting on the rail. The light of dawn illuminated the
ocean's surface and he could see the swells mshing past. The fog
had broken and there were now dark clouds in the sky. He looked
east. Even now with the visibility clear for several miles he could
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not see land. He looked back to the stern. Michael sat there, holding the steering tiller in his hand.
Gordon climbed back to him and took a look at the GPS screen,
positioning himself so that he could see it clearly without any glare.
"You've been keeping the nose on course?"
"Yes," Michael said. "Why?"
Gordon picked up the GPS device and checked the longin1dinal
coordinates. The screen showed their progress, and the slow moving mass ofland several miles to their east.
"Thought we'd be able to see land from here, that's all."
They both looked in the direction ofland and saw nothing.
"I kept her on course," Michael said.
"What time did you guys switch?"
"Around two."
"Was Ridley awake?"
"Yes."

"He wasn't sleeping?"
"No."

"Was he on course?"
"Yeah, he was on course."
Gordon glanced over the side. The swells were zipping past. The
outboard was still humming along nicely. The bow continued slicing cleanly through the water. "Take a break," he said.
Michael climbed over the perpendicular benches to where
Sarah and Ridley were curled up in sleeping bags near the midsection of the boat. He found an empty space next to Sarah, curled
up beside her, and pulled a wool blanket around him.
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Gordon placed the GPS device back in its mount, took the pilot
seat, and watched the screen curiously, holding the tiller steady.
The red dot on the screen continued its forward progression; the
digital image of the land mass to the east moved in the same manner as it did before. He looked in the direction ofland, staring for
a good thirty seconds, but could not see anything. He checked the
distance on the small scale on the GPS screen. It looked to be about
ten kilometers, which was strange, he knew, because the coast
here was mountainous and easy to make out from a considerable
distance.
Ridley was now awake and standing at the bow. He stood fully
forward in the eave, facing the water and using the rails on either
side to support his knees. He had a blanket wrapped around his
neck and it was blowing backward in the breeze like a cape.
"I'm a magnet," he said boldly. "Attracting the light of the land."
Gordon heard Sarah's sleeping bag unzipped. Her head popped
out and she looked up at Ridley and began to laugh.
"Look at him! It's like he's flying!"
Michael too, awake now from a brief sleep, looked up at Ridley.
"He looks like a winged-god or something," he said.
"I am Osiris," Ridley clarified, "god of the afterlife. I'll bring you
a continent, like the rays of heaven will bring you to the hereafter."
Gordon looked out across the water, to where land should be.
"Hate to interrupt the entertainment, but I think we've gotten off
course." He looked at the GPS device. "Yeah, I think something's
wrong."
"What?" Michael asked.
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"No worries, my man." Ridley spoke from the bow. "We'll find
our way." He held his am1s out in a flying motion and let the blanket fan fully backward.
"We should be seeing land from here," Gordon said. "And I
don't see any land." He looked up at Ridley who was still pretending to fly. "Did you keep the boat on course last night?"
"I see land," Ridley said, oscillating in the wind. "I can see
across the ocean and I can see land ahead."
They all looked past the bow and saw nothing. Then they looked
at one another with doubtfol expressions.
"There's no land," Michael said.
"Are you high?" Gordon asked Ridley.
Ridley did not answer.
"Swell."
For a moment there was silence. Then came a groaning noise
from Sarah.
"I'm feeling sick," she said.
They all looked at her. Her head was tilted back and her arms
were limply in her lap and she looked pale and dizzy.
"Hang over the side if you need too," Michael said.
'Tm not that sick!"
"There's some Dramamine in the tackle box," Gordon said.
"You should take some."
Sarah opened the tackle box, pulled out two Dramamine capsules, and downed them with some tea. Gordon picked up a leather satchel he kept near the outboard and took from it a handfo] of
papers, among which was the GPS manual and a sheet of paper
with their coordinates. He checked the coordinates and reconciled
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them with the coordinates on the GPS. They seemed to match,
which was odd, he thought. He maneuvered the bow in an eastwardly direction toward land, and locked the tiller there. Then he
opened the GPS manual and began reading through it.
After twenty minutes, Sarah was still whining and moving
restlessly.
"Try lying down," Michael told her. "Usually tl1at will make you
feel better."
"I feel awful."
"Try lying on your back."
Ridley climbed back to her and took a seat beside her. "I have a
little something," he said. He pulled out a plastic baggy and set it
on the bench in between them. It was filled with an assortment of
colorful pills. Using his fingers, he pulled two turquoise-colored
pills from the bag. "Take these. They'll make you well."
"What are they?"
"They are the tears of Osiris."
"Don't be giving her dmgs," Gordon said.
"Don't mind him," Ridley replied, holding the pills in his hand.
"It's Nepenthe, the dmg of no sorrows. It'll make you feel better.
You'll want to fly."
Gordon looked over at Michael.
"The Dramamine's not working," Michael said, shmgging his
shoulders.
Sarah took the two pills and held tl1em in her palm. "How long
does it take for them to work?" she asked.
"Not long."
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"Ridley, don't be giving her that stuff," Gordon demanded, and just
as he said it, Sarah popped the pills in her mouth and swallowed them
without water.
Gordon frowned and returned his attention to the GPS screen.
Curiously, he saw that their proximity to the land mass had not changed,
despite the fact that he had maneuvered the bow all the way to the east. In
fact, the red dot on the screen seemed to have moved further away from it.
"Did you mess with this thing last night?" Gordon asked, looking directly at Ridley.
Ridley did not reply.
Gordon glanced back at the GPS. "You did, didn't you!"
"No worries," was Ridley reply. "We'll find our way."
"We've got problems," Gordon said.
"What?" Michael asked.
"Something' s wrong with the GPS."
"What makes you think so?" Sarah asked.
"It's not responding to a directional change. In fact it seems to be going in the opposite direction."
"What does that mean?"
"It means it's not working."
"We're lost?"
"We should be able to see the land."
"We' re lost?" she asked again.
"I tlunk someone was too busy getting high last night instead of keeping us on course."
Gordon glanced skyward. It was overcast and difficult to make out
exactly where tl1e sun was, but in the direction that he thought should be
west, he saw a bright spot.
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"I think the sun is there," he pointed. He looked at his watch. It
was 10:00 am. "If that's tme, it means we're heading in the wrong
direction. We're going southwest, not north. We're heading out to
sea."

"That's not the sun," Ridley said. "It's over there," pointing in
the opposite direction.
Both Sarah and Michael looked up into the sky. The clouds were
full and dark and they could not tell where the sun was.
Gordon turned the steering tiller all the way to the right and the
bow began making a wide, sweeping turn.
"You're wrong," Ridley said.
"Gordon's smart," Sarah said, sighing and holding her hand to
her forehead. "He's the sailor among us. Listen to him."
"Gordon has negative thoughts."
"What do you know about sailing?" Michael asked.
"Nothing," Ridley said.
"Well then, let Gordon do his thing."
"You're just going to sit there and let him take us in the wrong
direction?"
"He's gotten us this far."
"You mean lost?"
"I mean he didn't have to invite you along but he wanted to
share with my friends."
"It's already written," Ridley replied. He lit up a cigarette and
looked out across to the horizon. "Gordon is too focused on the
negative. It's his problem. He's always thinking about what can
go wrong, and Wah-la/ It does. If you let him take us in the wrong
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direction, we are all going to die. We need to rely on our built-in
barometers."
Michael and Sarah exchanged curious glances.
"Ridley, you need to listen to Gordon," Sarah said. "He's been
our leader from the start. And he's been a good leader."
"He's wrong," Ridley said. "I can feel it. We're heading in the
wrong direction."
"The Secret is telling you so?" Michael asked.
Gordon locked the tiller in place, heading in the direction he
believed to be east. He opened the GPS manual again and began
thumbing through it, again trying to figure out what was wrong.
"Who's the real leader here, anyway?" Ridley asked, puffing
quickly on his cigarette.
"I vote for Gordon," Michael said.
"Gordon knows his stuff," Sarah whimpered.
Then Gordon made a spontaneous noise. "Someone reversed
the hemispheric settings on this thing!" He looked up at Ridley.
"You messed with this last night, didn't you!"
"Rely on your inner being," was Ridley's reply, "That which the
spirit created, not on some man-made device."
"Shit!"
"No worries," said Ridley. "We'll all be rich in a day."
Everyone was quiet now. A brooding feeling came over the boat.
Sarah lay in the aluminum hull, Michael sat quietly on one of the
perpendicular benches, Ridley puffed away on his cigarette, and
Gordon continued to fiddle with the GPS device trying to reset
it back to day one. If they had been going southwest all night,
he tl10ught, they had gone far out to sea. The curvature of the
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California coastline would have taken a southbound vessel considerably west of land, he thought. He looked out across the water. A
good eight hours worth.
Another twenty minutes passed before he finally recalibrated
the GPS back to the correct hemispheric settings and he re-entered
the proper coordinates. When he finally looked up at the others, he
saw Sarah standing at the point of the bow, much like Ridley had
been earlier, with her blanket wrapped around her neck and blowing back in the wind.
"It's marvelous!" she proclaimed. Then, pointing to a bright
spot in the clouds, she said, "There's the sun!"
The three men looked up to where she pointed.
"I thought you were sick?" Michael asked.
"Not no more, " Ridley said. "She's right. It's right there ...which
means I was right. We're heading in the wrong direction."
Gordon looked up at the spot. It was bright all right, but there
were other spots in the sky that were equally as bright and it was
impossible to tell exactly where the sun was especially now that it
was nearly noon and the sun was high. He looked at the compass
reading on the GPS.
"That's not the sun," he bluntly stated. "North is that way." He
pointed to his left.
"Can't be, " Ridley said.
"Well, it is."
"That's the sun!" Sarah said, pointing back to the bright spot,
wobbling now like a dmnk. "Look! There!"
Ridley climbed over the perpendicular benches back to Gordon,
grabbed the GPS device from its mount, and stared into the screen.
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"It's fixed," Gordon said.
Without forewarning, Ridley tossed it into the water, doing so
nonchalantly in the same manner as he discarded his cigarette
butts. It hit the water with a splash and quickly disappeared beneath the surface.
"What!" Gordon yelped, reaching for it.
"What did you do tl1at for?" shouted Michael.
"We don't need it," Ridley said.
"That's just great," Gordon said. "That's just fine."
He pushed Ridley aside, not wanting to start a confrontation,
and reached for the leather satchel behind him. He grabbed it,
took a seat on the back bench, and began writing on a note pad. He
wrote down the time, and wind direction, and the direction and
the intervals between the swells.
Ridley looked curiously over his shoulder
"Gibberish," he said. "Don't need it."
Gordon said nothing.
"I think Ridley's right," Sarah said, fanning her blanket at the
bow.
Michael looked at her. "A minute ago you were telling Ridley to
listen to Gordon."
She shrugged.
Ridley climbed back over the benches up to the bow. He stood
there beside Sarah, scanning the ocean.
"That way!" he said, pointing to his left.
"He's high," Gordon said.
"Listen to him," Sarah said. "He has the power of The Secret."
"My God," Michael moaned. "You too?"
96

"They're both high," Gordon said.
"He knows which way to go," Sarah said, tmly believing it.
"Come on, Sarah," said Michael. "Really now!"
Gordon shook the fuel tank and could hear the swash of fuel low
at the bottom.
"Bring another one of those gas cans, will ya?" he asked Michael.
Michael lifted one of the cans and brought it back, and together
they began dumping another five gallons into the fuel tank.
"Who brings their girlfriend on a dmg run?" Michael asked
Gordon as the fuel poured in.
"I told you not to bring her," was Gordon's only reply.
"This is crazy, desperate shit," Michael said.
They both looked up at Sarah. She stood there beside Ridley,
standing tall and confident now, looking like the carved figurehead of an old sailing ship.
The boat continued eastward, or at least in the direction Gordon
believed to be east. Making up for lost time, he thought.

It was late afternoon now and the sky was very dark and one
could not make out where the sun might be, or even if there was
a sun. Gordon looked at his notepad. He had logged in the wind,
and the current, and counted the time intervals between swells,
every half hour, but now he was unsure if the wind had changed its
direction, only that it had increased in velocity and that the water
had become choppy.
Ridley and Sarah sat in the first bench near the bow, they were
talking, but Gordon could not make out what they were saying. He
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saw Ridley pull out his little plastic baggy again, pop a couple pills
in his mouth and then hand Sarah a couple, which she too quickly
swallowed.
Ridley turned and looked back and saw Gordon and Michael
watching them.
"Want some?" he asked
"What is it?" Michael asked.
"It's good stuff"
"What kind of stuff?"
"Amazing stuff"
Ridley held out his hand, exposing a couple of the pills.
Michael shook his head.
"Think of the best place you've ever been," Ridley said. "That
place on a beach with the woman you love, when life is easy and
everything seems like magic. Do you want to go back there for just
a moment? You can be there now, in a matter of seconds."
"Don't listen to him. He's crazy," Gordon said.
"Magic is a moment away."
"If it were that easy, the entire world would be at peace."
"Such a disbeliever," Ridley scoffed.
"Come'on Ridley, stop screwing with them."
"Gordon thinks he's king, but he's not your king. He's only king
of his own crazy world."
"Don't listen to him. He's full of shit."
Michael looked over at Sarah.
"What can I say?" she shmgged, smiling broadly. "I'm not sick
no more. In fact I'm feeling pretty good." She looked out across the
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ocean in the direction Ridley had pointed earlier. "I think Ridley's
right. Gordon's got it wrong."
"I'm going to need your help, Michael," Gordon said. "I'm going to need you to pull this off"
Michael nodded his head. "I know."
"That's where we need to go," Gordon said, pointing off the
starboard bow in the direction the boat was heading. "We've got to
keep her in that direction."
"Okay. Don't worry. I'm with you. I'm just tired. Just need some
sleep."
Michael climbed over the rear benches to the place where the
hull was flat and widest. Gordon watched as he pulled out his
sleeping bag, crawled in it, and zipped it shut.

Through the night Ridley, Sarah and Michael slept up near the
bow of the boat. Gordon stayed in the stern, awake and hoping
for a glimpse of starlight by which he could navigate, but it never
came. It remained overcast with flurries of sprinkling rain. He
spent most of the night listening to the waves slapping against the
hull. He had plenty of time to think about this whole adventure.
A damned crazy one, he thought. Their cargo remained secure, in
its waterproof bales tightly fastened to the aluminum bulwark, lining the entire ship except for the stern. He could see that Ridley
and Michael were using the bails as cushions, their heads resting
against them now. They looked comfortable and it made him wish
that he could sleep too. Except for a few moments when he knew
he had passed out, he had kept his eyes open and vigilant all night.
Scozzari 99

Tnscape

Now the pale light of dawn came across the ocean's surface, a dawn
with no sun, and Gordon struggled to stay awake and keep the
boat pointed in the direction of the swells; the direction in which
he hoped landfall was not far. But in truth, he did not know, and
though he searched the horizon in all directions, he could not see
land.
He felt his head bob, and he went out, for how long he did not
know, and when he looked up he saw Michael standing in the front
of the boat with no shirt on and his am1s stretched skyward.
"Can you take a shift?" Gordon asked .
Michael turned back and looked at him, but did not answer.
Then he resumed his forward gaze.
"I need to sleep, Michael. Come on back here and take the
tiller."
Michael turned again without speaking.
"Hey man, I really need to sleep."
And when Michael failed to answer a third time, Gordon realized something was wrong.
"You feeling okay?"
"Fine," Michael replied. "It's a beautiful day."
Gordon stared at him for a moment. He seemed distant and
disconnected.
"Did you take some of those pills?"
"You shouldn't be so serious," Michael said. "You need to relax
a little."
"You did!"
"Sorry buddy."
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Crap! Gordon thought. We're floundering and I'm the only
sane one left. He looked up at the sky. It was not cooperating either. You should have never let Ridley get to them. You should have
never let him pollute their minds with his bullshit.
"You should try some, Gordon," Michael said, wobbling as he
spoke. "It'll make you feel great. You'll get your energy back and be
able to see everything clearly."
You're going to have to do this on your own now, Gordon
thought.
Ridley then rose from the belly of the boat with his hair all
disheveled.
"Good morning El Capitan," he said, looking at Gordon.
Sarah poked her head out of her bag now too, and then pulled
herself completely from it. She went to the ice chest and took out
a drink.
"Look at Gordon," she said, with a little smile.
Gordon realized he must have looked like hell. His eyes were
dark and swollen, and he was hanging over the tiller as if it were the
only thing holding him up.
"He looks silly, doesn't he," Ridley said. "How's the log coming
along?"
Gordon glanced down at his notepad and realized he had completely lost track of time. It had be some hours since he had made
his last entry.
"He's suffering from exposure," Ridley said, lighting up a cigarette. "Are you ready to get us on the right course?"
"Listen to Ridley," Sarah said. "He knows what he's talking
about."
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"Ridley's high," Gordon said. "He's crazy."
Sarah and Michael exchanged doubtful glances.
"He's ridiculous," said Ridley.
Gordon held on to the tiller, barely keeping his eyes open. Three
long days with little sleep had caught up with him, he knew. You
can do this, he told himself You have to do this! You can manage
another day or two, can't you?
As the hours passed, Ridley, Sarah and Michael remained in the
front of the boat, seated together on the first bench; Ridley in the
middle, talking and exchanging laughter and occasionally glancing back at Gordon.
"Come join us," Sarah said. "We're talking about The Secret."
Gordon could feel his eyelids growing heavier by the minute.
The constant drone of the outboard motor had become its own
sedative. He felt his head slip off his hand, and his hand slip off the
tiller. He found himself having to catch himself, again and again,
sometimes falling completely off of it.
"Can't you see?" said Sarah. "We're no longer lost."
"You need some sleep, buddy," said Michael. "Try some of
Ridley' s pills. They'll put you in the right state."
"What are you doing?" Gordon asked.
"Nothing. Come on, take some."
"You're crazy," Gordon said.
"No, you're crazy," Sarah told him.
"You all need a reality check."
Gordon straightened his posture, holding his head high.
He shook his head and tried to focus his eyes. Can't give in, he
thought. Have to remain focused . He looked up into the sky. If only
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the clouds would break, just for a moment, then I'll get this thing
in the right direction. Just need some time for the skies to clear.
He dosed off again, and when he awoke he saw the three of them
still seated on the front bench.
"I'll go first!" he heard Ridley saying.
He watched as Ridley stood up, pulled his iPhone from his back
pocket and held it high in the air.
"Oh great digital device," Ridley spoke like a great orator,
"man's pinnacle of technological evolution, I hereby condemn you
to the sea," and with that, he tossed the phone into the ocean. He
turned back and looked at Gordon. "Don't need it anymore," he
said.
"I'm next!" Sarah shouted. There was a tone of excitement in
her voice and a spring in her legs as she stood up and took her
smartphone out. She held it high in the air in the same manner as
Ridley had done, and announced; "Be gone ye chain of worthless
connections and stupid applications!" And she wheeled her arm
way back and threw the phone far. It sailed through the sky and
splashed into the swells some thirty feet away.
Michael then stood with his smartphone in his hand. "I paid
three-hundred dollars for this!" he said, staring at it for a moment.
Then he quickly threw it off the bow, adding, "But I don't care! I'll
buy a thousand more in a day or two."
The thoughtlessness of slumber overwhelmed Gordon again,
and when he awoke this time, it was to the sound of yelling.
"Look at that!"
"Marvelous!"
"Yeah! Over there!"
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He looked up and saw Ridley pointing off the starboard bow.
He looked in the direction he pointed but could not see anything.
"What?" Gordon asked.
They all n1rned back and began to laugh.
"He can't see it," Ridley said.
"He's delirious," said Sarah.
Gordon looked again, far out across the water and saw nothing
but choppy swells and dark clouds, and a vague line that marked
the horizon.
Sarah began giggling. "We've been talking about you."
"Let him be," Ridley said . "He'll come around."
The grogginess that comes with sleeplessness began to muddle
his thinking. It pulled like a veil over his head. He could not remember what time it was, and when he looked at his watch, he was
surprised to see it was nearly mid-day. The three remained seated
forward, their backs to him. He saw them talking and exchanging
more pills. He checked the steering tiller. It remained locked in
place. But in what direction? He felt his head bobbing again and
he let it down on the tiller again.
When he awoke he found his face pressed against it and his arn1
draped over it. His entire upper body weight was supported by it,
and before his eyes was a hand, a few inches from his face. In it
were two turquoise-colored pills. He looked up and saw Michael's
face.
"It's Adderall on steroids," Michael said. "A double espresso of
the highest form."
Gordon pushed the hand away.
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"Take them. They'll make you feel better," Michael opened
his hand again, revealing the two pills. "They won't hurt you."
"Give him time," Ridley said.
After forty minutes passed Gordon awoke again and saw them
all looking back at him, smiling.
"Ridley drew a map in our heads," Sarah said. "Land's not far
off, just out there," she pointed.
Gordon lifted his head and surveyed his surroundings. They
were still at sea, all right, and there was no land in sight. Above the
sky remained overcast with no indication of letting up. The steering tiller was still locked in place, heading to nowhere. Insomnia
will make you crazy, he thought. What good will you be then? Can
you navigate a ship if your mind's not working?
He opened his eyes once more, unaware of the duration they
had been shut, and took a moment to focus them. Once more he
saw the hand before his face; the two pills nestled there in the indention of the palm. Above was Michael's sympathetic face.
"Come on, buddy. Take them. You'll be fine."
"Join us," Sarah said. "We want you to be witl1 us. We want you
to see what we can see."
Gordon stared at the pills for a good twenty seconds. They were
insignificant enough, he thought. What ham1 could it do?
"We want our leader back," Sarah said.
Gordon slowly reached out and took the pills into his hand.
"What did you say they were?"
"Nepenthe, tl1e dmg of no sorrows," Ridley said. "The dmg of
no pain."
"I just need some rest," Gordon said.
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"These will do the trick," Ridley replied.
Some rest, Gordon thought. Then I can sail this thing back to
land.
He looked up into the dark clouds. There was no sun, but the
sky seemed overtly bright. Then, in a quick motion, he slapped
the pills into his mouth and tilted his head back, swallowing them
both. He could feel them going down his throat.
He crawled down into the flat spot in the aluminum hull, leaned
his head against the cushioned cargo bales and stared up into the
clouds. He closed his eyes and felt a drunken elation. The brightness of the sky began to fade.
Just need some rest, he thought. Then I can navigate this thing.
Once the clouds break, I'll get us back on course. Yeah, I'll get us
back on the straight course.

The panga boat came ashore, capsized, in a remote area along
the rugged California coast near Piedras Blancas. No one knew what
became of the boat's occupants. The cargo was still strapped to the

aluminum bulwark, but there were no signs of life. The authorities
found the fuel tank empty; all the fingerprints had been washed away
by the salt water.
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I COULD NO LONGER CONSOLE MYSELF WITH RILKE'S
LINE "SWEET AS THE MEMORY THE MIMOSAS STEEP IN
THE BEDROOM"
by Kylan Rice

I make new memories very easily. I find a bullet in my yogurt. The
trick is to not get angry. My whole life living by a lake but at least
I have a piano where it matters most. In my version we are doing
okay. The emergency is not in our region. I wanted to insulate my
body so I did.

II
It is like owning a piano but the problem is that depth is what
matters. The lake becomes a soft graph. In fact everything in my
life becomes a soft graph. The existing corpora. I am now able to
incorporate vectors into my actions. My trajectory is a throat casting a shadow on another throat. Menace is definitely a problem.
Yesterday costs nothing. Yesterday is less and less sorry.

II
It is like wielding a gun in a kitchen. I feel like what a kitchenette must feel like: left behind during the day. A small amount
of information: granola is more than I thought. The brain is just
another sector. Someone choosing between a nail or a needle to
shut me up.
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ONE NICE UNIT TO MEASURE
by Abigail Zimmer

When I am flung into the air and cannot sn,mble
(because I jumped north and west, because the mass
of my body is greater than) but I have the feeling
of srumbling and a woman passing by says fairy tale
and my hair falls to frame your face and you have lost
your face because I am afraid of / take care of /
have been told twice to live (enliven) to enlarge
my mouth against the sky / I've seen this scene
before, everything bounded / my border fills
with piled up dragonflies (take one at a time)
pieces of wings small scattering. I can't help that
we're both a little motion sick from all this slanting.
At the core of my kindness is a rotting bird, eyeless,
found in a stroller along the lake path / I have lost
my bearings where is north and what is strong /
in the fifteen minutes of perfect light, I take a picrure
/ dear line, you are blocking the sky, dear line, you have
no words, dear line, you've been drinking too much,
dear line, the wind, don't throw a fit it's unbecoming.
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NOTHING LONELY GOES HERE
by Abigail Zimmer

In the dream a friend becomes a lover, taking my body apart. I
think how nice, better than pillows, though I did not remember
wanting the friend nor how he came over and when I next see him
while awake, I feel very close to him, like I want to kiss his mouth,
but this is not a shared past and we have never touched.
In the dream I am very small and many phones are ringing and I
don't care about the phones but I care about being small and the
chairs are too high so I sit on the floor which is dusty and the dust
balls are very big because don't forget I am small and I think I
start crying, only in dreams water has very different properties, for
example, water is not something to be felt.
When I try to write your name out-
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REDUCE THE SCENE AND STAGE
by Abigail Zimmer

The other thing to remember about Italian opera
is that your hair should be long and inviting
so that a lover may come or that you may strangle one
who tries to leave. Most of the day not spent singing is
spent in the bathtub. The last time I washed my hair,
it was raining. Outside, it was raining and inside I was
washing my hair. There was water everywhere so I tried
not to think about the ruination of my life as done by me
when I am awkward and talking a lot about allergens
and the endangered honeybee. The Italian opera has also
ruined lives. There is always someone fainting or slurring
syllables in the last aria or generally not having enough sex
because it's time to sing. The pasta man down the street
has never heard opera, but he cuts the most refined
curls of fettuccini that make me want to rub his floured
fingertips across my face . Not everything needs
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saving. Today I lay curled on the cement across
from the place you house your love. The opera is growing
louder and I am trying to tell you something beautifol
with my hands, but your gaze has shifted to another window.
Not even your dog peers out. Not even your dog.
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TIMP
by

Drew Botcherby

Sometimes I feel my brain recording. In an important moment I
feel the back part of it fill with blood and the edges of my world
lose reality. The moment is permanent. No other moments are so
real. Other moments I can feel pass me. They pass so stealthily that
I can look back and see them in the valley below, but when I look
forward I've already forgotten them.
A skin. White and clumpy and defeated on the mountain. At
first I don't recognize it, it seems like a movie prop, an alien species
dumped in my path. As I get closer I start to make out hooves and
horns protmding from the clodded fur. A goat.
A full fog has moved in, it's actually a cloud considering I'm
about 10,000 feet high on the world. A wetness covers everything.
I am hiking in a tiny world inside of the humidifier that my mom
used to put in my room when I was sick. I used to place my open
mouth near where the new mist came out and feel a dew coat my
insides. Back on the mountain, the air doesn't blow or make noise;
it rolls past on its way east. The cloud moved quickly but I felt no
wind, heard no wind. I only heard the skin in front of me, and the
peak beyond it, to my right I hoped. I imagined that beyond my
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line of vision is a wolf or some undiscovered predator watching me
watch the animal it just killed.
Their mossy faces have seen the fate of this animal and thousands before. They will watch me walk up and nm away.
I had never seen a mountain goat up close, and considered it a
lucky sight and a good omen. I love wild animals. A dead goat. I
smiled and turned right.
In my room was a backpack with all the supplies I thought necessary to hop a freight train. The morning I planned to leave my
mother greeted me with a smile and kind words that have long
been lost. It would kill her not knowing where I was, when I'd be
back, ifl were warm. She already couldn't sleep at night when worried about how I was doing at college, or where I was every night after coming back home. I couldn't. As much as I wanted to hurt her
and my father, I couldn't that day. I got a new backpack_, a smaller
one, and filled it with hiking supplies, just enough for a day.
I entered American Fork canyon in my gold Toyota and slowed
down at the guard station. When I got close enough I saw that
there was no one there. The road was empty as well. The cliffs
served as reminders of how tiny I was in my car, nothing compared
to the solid rock watching from both sides. As I circled the back
side of the mountain, climbing and curving, and looked out upon
the wet orange and gold aspens and dark pines, I wondered when
the suburbs would sneak through the narrow passage or climb over
Mt. Timpanogos and settle on the other side. I hope I'm dead first.
The parking lot had only a couple other cars.
It was early October. I looked left over a valley and smiled. Rain.
The trees were shining. I took one picture of the glistening forest
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40 minutes up the trail and my camera's battery died. A forked
trail. A waterfall. Deer. I got lost for about an hour before finding
the trail and a people again.
"It's hailing at the top."
I know.
They passed me and stared at my bare legs, clad only in nmning
shorts, and my t-shirt. I was doing it. I didn't need anyone or anything. I was in control.
Another poncho-wearing couple came up suddenly. I heard
them before I looked up.
"It's really cold up there."
I'll be fine.
Four or five hours later, past the switchbacks, past the goat, I
reached the bend, the saddle. Where one crosses over from the
back side of the mountain to the front. To the sky.
Summit fever is typically defined as the dangerous state of mind
in which a person fails to notice dangerous weather, route conditions,

physical exertion or refuses to take them into consideration in a desperation to reach the top.
I almost brought a Watermelon Prime-time.
"When you get to the top of a mountain, on the peak, and just
look out over everything and light up one of these babies. If you
smoke onetime in your life that would be the time." Chad eyed me
and rolled one in his fingers. I wouldn't be leaving my home, my
job, and my studies to go to Brazil in a month. A single puff would
stop it. Oops.
Forty minutes later I might as well been on top of Everest. I
could see nothing. Only the rocks closest to me and the tin hut
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at the peak. Inside was a small bench and a single black permanent marker. The walls are a collage of dates, hearts, names, and
phrases. Hidden among them is the marriage proposal of a couple
I know, though I didn't look for it.
'Tm grateful that I could do this before my mission. Drew
Botcherby."
I laid the marker back in its place on the bench in the middle
of the shack. My pre-mission life was closed in that signanire.
Accomplished. I'd proved to my parents and everyone else what
I could do alone. It was over. The climb, the resistance, and the
anxiety that led me to pack a hitchhiking survival kit and made
me want to smoke. A reconciled past and an independent future.
As the mountain crunched under my boot, I felt strong. I took five
steps out of the shack and everything was light.
Lightning. Thunder. Angels.
It hit everything around me.
In high school, I ran track. Feet crammed into size seven shoes
with screwed in spikes. Silk shorts that made our legs glow and
our testicles sweat. Running on those tracks was youth. Feet were
weightless, legs were free. We knew we could cut anyone with our
screwed in shoe-spikes. That our elbows could be tl1e difference
between a win and a loss. Every time I ran in my life it was with my
eyes forward, elbows locked, I was running towards something. I
didn't know what it was like to nm away.
The crack of the lightning was a starting gun. No one else was
lined up; tl1ere was no lane to follow. I was gone, but with none of
the skill and form I had mastered, no competition in my eyes. A
mad scramble from something I couldn't race or fight.
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The storm had been waiting behind the fog. I felt it at the dead
goat, and now I knew what it was.
Hail hit me sideways, from below, and occasionally from above.
My left side was a swam1 of needles. Time did not exist. It would be
okay to die. A painless ligh01ing strike and a tumble. Unprepared.
Unworthy. I didn't care. God or something would decide ifl died
and it would be out of my hands. No more mission, lies, faking.
College, wife, family. Decisions. Over. I breathed deep. Just keep
runmng.
Every time I expected to see the curve, the loop to the other side,
the safe, green side behind the mountain's shield, I saw fog and
the trail. Until it was gone. The sky was an upside-down northeastern ocean. The lightning was in front, behind, above, and under.
Spires. Purple and white. Falling.
The trail wasn't the way I remembered it on the ascent. I was
climbing, descending, scrambling on the mountain face. No time
to think. Just run. Get down. I finally realized that I wasn't where I
should have been when I hit a dead end. I was suddenly on a table
of stacked rocks, surrounded by man-sized spires, a 30 foot drop.
A look back, the first since I left the shack, and there was no way
out. A crumbling precipice from one edge to the other.
An altar. Blood on my left side, face, arm, and leg.
"God, please, God, God, God, God .. ."
A dying prayer. Two words repeated. The rocks cut my knees.
Circles, paces, sobs. It didn't seem so easy to die anymore. Not
snick like an animal on a rock.
I got down from the precipice. I don't remember how, but I was
still on the front side and the clouds grinded on my skin. I needed
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to cross over. The slope was now covered in three inches of hail. The
trail was a white two-foot wide strip. I could make it out because
of the rock points peppering the slope above and below. Soon the
difference became less obvious. Eventually I wasn't on the trail.
Desperation. Exaustion.
I slipped. It felt like a death sentence. I could have stopped myself, but I didn't. Down the ice. Down and down.
Pine saplings. The only living things on this side of the peak.
Three or four clustered together. I slide to them and lie down.
Shelter from the hail but not the cold or the pain.
The 911 operator called me honey. I told her I was going to die.
My dad stayed with me until the phone battery became too low
for non-emergencies. What he told me has long disappeared from
my memory, if it was ever recorded. A team was coming, then a
helicopter, then the weather was too bad and it couldn't find me.
I'm near some trees, the only ones. Trees. My feet rested on their
wrist-thick trunks, keeping me from sliding farther. There were no
more trees below.
"Stay where you are." I thought I heard the helicopter slicing
the air far away, but it could have been the sky. By a couple trees,
in the middle of rocks. When the low battery sign blinked and the
calls stopped I was alone with my thoughts. Death came back. My
phone died. I later took a look from the valley and could see no
trees in the area where I was, they must have been looking lower.
Naked on rocks. A wet t-shirt frozen to skin. Pressed against the
earth by sky that I could no longer see. Shakes. First small, then
incredible, forceful spasms. There is no elegant way to describe a
seizure. In the moment I could feel everything. My body, mind,
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and spirit being grated against a pile of rocks by the heavy sky. I
watched the muscles in my thighs bulge and misfire. Like bubbles
popping. Red. Then white. I felt my energy retract into my torso,
my limbs were beyond my feeling and beyond my control. The helicopter would never come. The hikers would never find me here.
The snow piled up on my body and clothes. Dippin'-dots. Two
hours or more passed.
'Tm going to die." Again. This time the operator wasn't there to
hear me. My legs were warm now. I turned onto my stomach and
strained to look up at the mountain above. There were at least 50
meters until the top, I thought, though I couldn't see it. I debated
whether it would be safer to climb back up, orto continue down the
west face, where there were no trails. I had to move. Though I had
long stopped thinking straight, I chose to climb. Remembering my
track and field days, I climbed, losing some ground as the rocks
slid under my feet, clawing at the gravel so steep that standing
without using my hands was impossible. I don't remember the
climb; it was erased and left behind by the sight that met me at the
top. Below, on the other side. White speckled with sharp grey knives.
Below, far below. I clung to the cliff and lowered myself as far as I
could. I dropped. 15 feet later legs buckled on impact and my butt
hit the rocks. I screamed. Crouched and slid. I dragged myself forward by catching the rocks ahead of me with the heels of my shoes
and bending my legs.
At least an hour later, I hit flat ground running. My legs were
far beyond feeling. I fixed my eyes forward this time. Towards, not
away. Under the top of mountain peaks there always seems to be a
plateau, where hikers are given their last flat land to stroll around
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and get lost and look at the peak. Always a mountain upon a mountain. When I came up it was green and promising, Scotland in the
mist, now it was white and dead. There was no trail, I ran right
and down.
Where I found tl1e goat was the start of this plateau. After the
endless switchbacks, the goat rested at the entrance, offering a rest.
The hiker was given time to think about the climb, look back at
what he has done and look forward at what he will do. It is a dividing point. The lip of a groomed ski run that drops into the slope.
Dropping into the switchbacks was leaving the danger behind.
The goat, the peak, the voices, God couldn't follow me as I began to
hear my feet again and ignored every technique for running tl1at I
had ever learned. My numb legs pounded against the dirt and slid
and tumbled like a boulder crashing down the mountain without
tl10ughts or emotion-just gravity. Unconscious flight.
A Baptist man couldn't sleep and decided to hike the mountain
in the middle of a storn1 at night, the night before he was going to
move to Kansas. He didn't know why and knew he wouldn't make
it to the top. He felt that he should bring an extra pair of clothing
and extra food. The clothing was his son's. I stumbled into him,
unable to speak, and he escorted me an hour down the mountain
until we ran into the rescue team. I don't know his name.
"You Mormons believe your works will save you," is all I remember him saying
A mess of beards under orange ponchos. Faces obscured by
sharp headlamps. Radios. A man called off the other team that was
climbing the peak from behind. I ate a Snickers, my favorite candy
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bar, coughed up water. They tried to get me to smile and laugh
along, but I couldn't speak.
My foot shook on the brake pedal. My voice shook without even
opening my mouth. The headlights made me feel like I had tunnelvision. I'm not sure I didn't. One of the volunteers on the Search
and Rescue team, a young man in the passenger seat in a baseball
cap with a toothy smile, tried to keep me awake, or entertained, or
reactive. His friend in the back did not. I imagine he looked out the
dark windshield in front of us, thinking about his wife and shower
at home. Asking himself why kids did this. Why they made him
climb mountains in the rain.
"They told you to stay where you were? You can't do that, you
have to keep moving. They told you to stay? You could have died.
That wouldn't have been smart." These old men don't know what
they're doing. They told you to stay. I didn't bother telling him that
it was the 911 operator. I was just glad he was mad at someone
that wasn't me.
A man who said he was the Sheriff was waiting with my family
in a trailer down the canyon. They never asked me to talk about it.
Marbled purple with dead lumps of white and living red
stretched from the backs of my knees upwards and got worse at my
buttocks. After a couple days Chad, my friend who had offered me
a Watermelon Prime-time, saw my leg. He laughed, said I was stupid for going up alone and changed the subject. Hot blood blurred
the vision at the edges of my eyes. I turned my head, looking back
into the valley of my memory for almost the last time, and when I
looked forward it was gone.
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The Leap
Natalie Wood

THE REAL PROBLEM
by Katie Wade-Neser
On the front of magazines there are large
oranges crying, holding their little clementines
closer as the harvest approaches.
You believe fall to be the cruelest season.
You question why there are trees shaped like Jesus
and potatoes shaped like Jesus,
and toast that is burned into the shape ofJesus
and you see them everywhere, these faces
and they are holding signs pointing
in one direction that says College
and another direction that says Paul McCartney Impersonator
and you genuinely can't choose.
You have a castle in your head
and you can't move in yet.
A venn diagram of your life
and nothing is intersecting.
There are disk drives everywhere,
in your shoes, the spines of your books,
and you can think of nothing to insert.
You only write to make yourself more interesting,
the world is already there.
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IN TOKYO AFTER A MISCARRIAGE
by Katie Wade-Neser

When I hear you are not coming
I lay on your deep carpet.
There are elephants on your wall
and they say Get up!
There is work to do! Babies

are rocket ships stumbling their way
back to the world!
I look for you here in Japan.
I have cut my hair
and I cannot cry about it.
I try and make myself into sushi.
I run cool water over my head.

My toes jump like a long-tailed shrimp
twitching for the plate.
Ifl were your ghost I would roll
yen in the street.
I look for you in Space.
My hair has not
grown since yesterday
and the elephants are less
sympathetic.
I try and teach you supernovas
and carbon fusion
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but you have seen Space
and you do not like it.
These are my questions:
Are you an elephant.
Are you a rocket ship.
Are you in Asia.
Are you as scared as I am.
Are you the ghost of a white dwarf
Billow outward then fall into darkness.
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SO AND SO AND SO
by

Sam Thayn

"This lost person I loved. Loved for a hundred years."
-Bob Hicok, Elegy with Lies
We made people out of paper mache and toilet paper tubes. It was
something we did in the mornings before we went to work sometimes, just to be funny. She was crafty and I played along. Our
neighbors stood along the windowsill: fat Craig Arnold with his
horizontally striped shirts and old lady Margot, down to the bifocals or trifocals (how can you ever tell?). And the children of the
neighborhood, who sometimes came to dig up our yard or throw
toilet paper over the roof: Sandy, Rick, Daniel, David.
Everyone sees the sundown and it gets the most press: big and
purple and bright golds. But sunrises are quiet, modest, the lightest pink and the whitest off-white. I know because our kitchen is
off-white, and it almost matches. I can see her painting in her old
denim overalls with my two hand marks on her bottom pockets. I
would give anything to put my hands there again, to hold her on
the ladder, to hear her protest and then laugh. Sometimes, alone,

I tiy to work on Hariy Paul's mustache, and it's particularly hard.
How do you make a paper corkscrew? She would know.
I'm trying the fetal position while taking my resting heart rate.
I want to know if it really works, if there's something to it, if it isn't
just a wives' tale, like the one about how walking works both sides
of your brain. So I'm curled under the kitchen table and watching
the sunrise fall over the edge, onto the kitchen floor we sanded and
primed and painted. So much paint in us. Paint on the walls and
floors and in the lines of our knuckles and paint in her hair when
I took her in surprised and solemn faces, right here on this floor,
where I can still see her. She isn't looking at me yet, but she will, if
I watch hard enough.
There's nothing better than her name, written in text messages
and emails and the love notes on the back of event programs. L-UC-Y they always say, spelling it out for me and the whole world
because she was a whole-world kind of person and still so small
I could count her freckles. I count them and count them. When I
close my eyes, they are the stars. When I climb up the stairs, they
are in the steps. When I move her boxes in the attic, they glow in
the dark. From the windows, they are fireflies.
There's still a place in the house I don't go, the pink room,
where she is most often. We don't talk because she's reading A
Room With a View, and I know better than to interrupt her while
she's reading. Her legs are crossed, and her elbows are sloped at
her side and her fingers, each painted a different color, are clutching at her book. And her brow is darkened. I sometimes tiy to get
her to look at me but she never does. She is holy in her attention
and I see the part in her hair. I see the earrings I bought her. I
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see the long birthmark on the back of her leg, a line I used to run
my thumb along. When she's not reading, she's sleeping, or just
waking up, half covering her face against the light, her hair tossed .
And when she's not sleeping she's looking out the window, seeing
things I don't. Seeing what's missing.
Maybe if we'd had a baby. Some forgotten happiness, some
peace of mind that could make her right in a way she never was.
And I could take care of the baby and coo at her and keep her quiet
at night when mom was gone, because she'd always be gone and
I'd always rock the baby to sleep. She'd have mom's freckles and
they'd be counted first thing after fingers and toes.
Old lady Margot asked me at the thing if I could ever get married again, and I told her I couldn't. My dad always said he could,
and he did, but not me. I mate for life, I said to Margot, while we
both ate croissants and smiled and smiled. But I do. I feel like she's
pushing out of my heart and coming back about eighty times a
minute. And when my heart stops I'll go looking for her past the
pink room upstairs, past the first place I told her I loved her, past
the last place she turned her back on me in bed.
I hope she finds what she's looking for. I hope she finds a big
piece of pie, or an open window, or a weeping willow to sit in. I
hope she finds a whole field of sunflowers that don't make her
sneeze. I hope she finds God and sends Him our way, me and the
baby's, so the lonely nights don't feel so lonely. So I can get help
counting an infinity of freckles. So and so and so, I coo.
When I wake up, I n1rn over in bed and watch the sunrise line
the blinds. I feel her face burned into my shoulder. I feel her feet
pressing against the top of mine. And I remember that she's gone
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again. That she's not coming back. And I can hear the baby now
stirring, now crying softly in the other room.
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A STILLBIRTH
by Cherise Bacalski

comes knocking at 2am, you let it in & still coming to terms

is not yourthing. it's not your chromosomal aberrations i
admire, it's your dedication to the preening of others, living the
lonelies oflovers lost, the losers, those, the living, loving even
though the thought

congratulates them on that that they never knew-

a man's life is photogenically escaping death.
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More Important
Daniele Vickers

BIRTHMARK
by Cherise Bacalski

Winter winks through broken
glass at trunks of topless
trees grown south-you screech and
slosh in silence, unaware
my body's aperture's alive
in the quietest clicks
of your tongueMy taste sits hard in your mouth;
your fist, hot, in my hand.
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[YOU-IN A STILL POND]
by Cherise Bacalski

Brief as the shining out before the body
was coming into the world,
my body for miles.
The slow-danced afternoon, all
hiked along
and crooked
making soundssmall, strangered flowers in a still pond,
the turning again and again,
like our earth wanting to shout.
I was often a lightning then, a dozen dirty white pelicans, beaks
raised to the dying tree to the rain swelling across the lake
and then to the storm clear and silent one fish startled a hook
in his gut with his fish head in the water as though the water
were the only one.
I am the only onenow the flat gray storm,
this mmbled thunder felt, now the small tent I am, you are
the dance I swim,
and later, your shore lapping
the this is you are,
against my pond,
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the sleek shining of you, slippery, and
brushed with the red rust you once were
before you left, were not only a
rusted metal hook
in a still pond.
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THE CANAL
by

Isaac Blum

The body washed up against the banks of the canal.
It was an almost objectively gorgeous day: clear, crisp, with a
calm but steady autumn breeze. Young go-getters jogged down
the asphalt path that followed the canal along the edge of town.
Professionals strode to work, shiny leather briefcases reflecting the
morning sun.
Tracy was walking Joe DiMaggio, and it was Joe who found
the body. He n1gged Tracy off the path, toward the water. Tracy,
who was losing patience with Joltin' Joe's need to sniff everything,
yanked him by the collar, but the lab-mix usually got his way, and
Tracy wound up on the concrete embankment, staring into the vacant eyes of a very dead and very bloated man.
Tracy's first thought was to wonder whether or not this would get
her off work. And her next thought was guilt for the first thought.
Her third thought was to call 911, and she tapped the numbers
into her phone with trembling fingers. "Yes," Tracy said, 'Td like
to report a . .. drowning."
"What's your location ma'am?"
"On Holt, at the canal. The 400 block."

'Tm going to have to ask you to check the individual for a pulse."
On another occasion, Tracy might have laughed. It was like
one of the corny jokes they wrote into CSI episodes. The real
Joe DiMaggio was more likely to have a heartbeat. The dog Joe
DiMaggio inched closer and closer to the water, stretching his nose
toward the dead man's balloon head. "He's not breathing," Tracy
mumbled, and she hung up the phone.
On the one hand, Tracy wanted to go home. She wanted to
shower, to scrub off the goosebumps that snaked up and down her
arms. But on the other hand, this was almost certainly the most interesting thing that would happen to her in the foreseeable foture,
and she found herself squatting down at the edge of the canal to
get a closer look at the man.
Or boy. She hadn't realized how young he was, or had been. It's
hard to tell with people who've been soaked in canal water for extended periods of time, but with her face only a few feet from his,
Tracy could see that this boy couldn't have been more than eighteen or nineteen.
An overwhelming sadness seized Tracy from the inside out. She
stared into the young man's eyes. He stared at the sky, and Tracy
watched him watch the sky until the ambulance arrived.
The ambulance was followed by two police cruisers and a small
crowd of people, mostly runners, some of whom continued to jog
in place as they watched the emergency crew hustle toward the
water.
A middle-aged officer broke off from the main group and approached Tracy. He absentmindedly twirled a walkie-talkie in his
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hand. "These joggers need to be more careful," he said. "Always
falling in."
"Seriously?"
"Of course not. He was probably tossed in somewhere further
East, not weighed down properly, and a day or two later, here he is.
'Good morning, everybody.' Happens all the time. Well, not all the
time. But more than you'd think. You find him just now?"
The officer spoke with a combination of boredom and amusement, and Tracy was a little taken aback, and a little envious.
"Yeah, I was ... " Tracy began, "Well, my dog found him. I wasn't
looking in the canal."
"Don't worry. You're not a suspect. Young white girls don't stab
people to death and throw them in canals, statistically speaking. "
"Do you need a statement or anything?" Tracy asked.
"No. Nothing to state. You all right?" tl1e cop asked, his bored
face gone, replaced by a well-practiced veneer of concern.
"Yeah. I'm fine," Tracy told him, and it was true when she said
it. But as soon as he was gone, she wasn't fine.
There were three distinct groups standing between the walking
path and tile water: the emergency responders, who milled around
tile dead man; tile bystanders, who bystood in a tight circle, texting
photos and messages to tlleir friends; and Tracy, who squatted next
to Joe DiMaggio, using tile big black dog to hide her tears.
Tracy had never been tllat kid on the playground: tile one who
didn't fit in. Until recently, until she'd finished college, until she'd
moved to tile Midwest, she'd always been part of a crowd of one
sort or anotller.
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This feeling of isolation was new to her. And it wasn't just here,
in the patch of grass between the path and the canal. At the coffee
shop, she and Jordan were friends, but not 900d friends. At home,
Tracy and her roommate got along well, but it was hard for Tracy to
crack her way into Megan's established circle. It was like Tracy was
too buoyant. No matter how hard she threw herself into the water
of the social world, it always found a way to sort her right back out.
Here, it was like people didn't see her. And it wasn't them. The
people here were friendlier, nicer than they'd been in New York. It
was Tracy. She was oil to their water.
New York had been her place, and she knew how to carry herself
there. She knew how to walk the street in such a way that people
noticed her, and thought to themselves, 'There's another New
Yorker.'
But right after college she'd felt a change. She and Mark had
broken up. She'd had no job, no internship. She'd felt lost, and
had blamed it on the place. She knew now that it had never been
the physical place. It had been her place in life, and changing cities
hadn't fixed a thing.
Joe wanted to inspect the various scents of the bystanders' group,
but this time Tracy was forceful. She dragged him across the walking path, across the street, and up Walnut toward her apartment.
Tracy was going to text her manager, but she thought that the
wavering in her voice would make her excuse more convincing,
and she dialed his number.
"You're calling to say you'll be in on time, no complications, no
illnesses, right?" Boris was Russian, but only barely. And you could
only hear his accent a~er he told you his name was Boris.
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"I saw a dead man in the canal."
"What was he doing in there?"
"Being dead."
"Being dead almost seems like an oxymoron."
"Boris, you're giving me a hard time and I haven't even told you
what I want yet."
"As an entrepreneur, one has to anticipate. And I know-"
"You're not an entrepreneur. You own a coffee shop."
"And cafe. It's also a cafe."
"I don't think I can come in to the coffee shop and cafe today,
because I found a dead boy in the canal, a poor, bloated dead boy,
like a human puffer-fish. And he was alone, just bobbing up and
down, lapping against the walls of the canal."
"Would you have preferred if he'd had company?" Boris asked,
and to Boris it was a joke. But Tracy considered the question carefully. "Look," Boris went on, "we're not going to pick up until
eleven, anyway. So why don't you relax, do whatever cathartic shit
you need to do, and get in here around eleven, when people start
ordering paninis? That work? Trace?"
"I think I would've preferred if there'd been two of them. Does
that make me a bad person?"
"Were you listening?"
"And I'd have preferred if somebody had found him with me.
Or if the police had wanted to talk to me. Or if the kid had been
somebody I'd known, somebody I'd seen around somewhere, at
the gym or the grocery. Or if he'd come into the shop."
Tracy took the elevator to the fourth floor. The call was lost on
the way up, and she called Boris again as she tossed her keys onto
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the kitchen table. "Do you ever feel very small?" Tracy asked him,
by way of greeting.
"I'm a very big man."
"What about oil? Do you ever feel like you're one of two liquids
that do not mix, and you-"
"That's too abstract. And let me be frank, and say that I'm really
only interested in knowing if or when you are going to come to
work." But Boris's tone made it clear that he cared at least a little
bit about Tracy's emotional state, and that little bit went a long
way. At the very least, it saved him from having to find somebody
to cover Tracy's shift.
"Yeah, okay, you Russkie prick. I'll see you at eleven," Tracy said.
"Thank you, kind benevolent Boris," Boris mocked, "Thank you
for being so flexible ."
"Fuck you," Tracy said. She threw herself on the couch, and the
phone onto the coffee table. Her gaze followed it as it slid across the
glass surface. The discarded phone looked up at her, surrounded
by Tracy's own warped reflection. Her eyes were red, bloodshot,
full of zigzagging veins, crawling like spiders around the surface
of her whites.
She stared into her own eyes in a way she hadn't done in quite
a while. She marveled at her eyes' ability to focus, to lock on to
their own reflection. The boy's eyes hadn't focused, and she'd told
herself when she'd first seen them, that this was because they no
longer looked in the same direction, as live eyes did. But now she
saw that it wasn't as simple as that.
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Proponents of intelligent design often use the eye as a talking point. The eye is too sophisticated, they say, to have evolved
naturally.
The eye symbolizes life itsel£ Tracy thought of the movies and
television shows she watched. When they wanted to show that a
character was dead, tmly, fully dead, they showed the dead's unseeing eyes. Or they showed the deceased's friend, closing the
man's eyelids for a final time: a final farewell.
The eyes can cry. They can smile. They can express indignation,
and arrogance, and love. And they're the first to express death.
Sure, the heart stops beating, the lungs stop breathing, the pancreas stops doing whatever it is that the pancreas does. But it's the
eyes that say for sure. It's the eyes that say goodbye.
The only other dead eyes Tracy had seen up close were her grandfather's. He'd died a year before of an aneurism of some kind. He
had been one of Tracy's favorite people. Their relationship had
been pure in a way that was difficult to replicate with parents or
friends or boyfriends. All they'd wanted from each other was to
spend time together. He'd cultivated her love of autumn, and her
passion for baseball, and her obsession with the New York Yankees.
Joe DiMaggio had been his favorite player, and, she suspected, his
favorite person: a god of contact hitting and Italian-Americanism.
Joe DiMaggio joined Tracy on the couch and jolted Tracy out of
her trance. She rested an arm on his back, grabbed the remote with
her other hand, and flipped on the tube. On the local news, a man
in a gray suit was reporting the discovery of a dead boy in the canal.
He was warning the audience that the photo of the deceased might
be "graphic." But it wasn't graphic. The boy looked like a piece
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from a wax museum, sculpted by hand. His face was just a big face,
without the shocking lack of life that Tracy had seen and felt.
Tracy picked her phone up off the table to call somebody else.
Jordan would be at the coffee shop. Megan would be at work. She
considered calling her mother. Her mom might be working also,
but she'd answer a call from Tracy.
But Tracy didn't want to talk to her mother. She wanted to talk
to the boy's mother.
Tracy didn't want to be the anonymous woman who'd found a
son's body, just as she didn't want the son to be simply the anonymous boy she'd found in the canal. She imagined a trade between
the boy's mom and her. "I'll trade you 'Tracy' for whatever your
son's name was. I'll tell you what I felt when I watched him watch
the sky, if you tell me what music he listened to, where he went
to school, how he got mixed up with the kind of people who stab
teenagers and let them float down canals."
Tracy was sad. But she was tired of being sad. She wanted to
grieve.
When Tracy's grandfather died, she'd stood in the crowd of
black-clad people, staring at the coffin. And she'd felt sad, a kind of
empty, all-purpose pain. But she'd wanted to feel something more.
She'd wanted happy memories and the loss of foture possibilities
to tear her apart. And she'd cried, but not for anything more interesting than the simple loss oflife.
Tracy laid the phone back on the table. Her goosebumps were
gone, but she took a shower anyway. She dressed slowly and headed to work.
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The coffee shop-and cafe-was the same as always. A late coffee/early lunch crowd sat at small circular tables in the front of the
store. There were business people in dark suits, legs crossed, eating in small groups; twenty-somethings in plaid, sipping espresso,
reading alone. Further back, some regulars stood at the Italianstyle counter, chatting with the staff: Jordan in her stained apron,
Aaron in his creepy sweater-vest, Boris in his shirt and tie. Boris
was laughing a false laugh and tamping an espresso shot when
Tracy squeezed her way behind the counter, on the way to the storage room.
Boris followed her into the back, leaned against a stack of papertowel boxes and watched Tracy throw on an apron. "I give preferential treatment to those who've recently witnessed murder, " he
said, witl1 the boyish grin that endeared him to customers, but
infuriated Tracy.
"I didn't witness the murder."
"Okay, to people who witness the aftermath of-"
"Not everything's a joke."
"Sorry. Do you want tl1e usual? Paninis and sandwiches in the
kitchen?"
"No. I'll run the machine at the counter, if you don't mind."
"Seriously? You hate that. You say it's like-"
"Preferential treatment or not?"
Boris didn't respond directly. He called Aaron away from the
counter and told him to man the Panini maker. "I don't know if
you can man anytl1ing. But, you know, make paninis," he said.
Tracy took the order of a grizzled-looking man, probably in his
sixties. He wanted a cappuccino to go. Boris would have refused,
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and given the man a lecnire on the travelling potential of various coffee drinks. He'd have strong-armed the man into a latte.
But Tracy just pulled the shot and foamed the milk, enjoying the
rhythm of the well-practiced motion and the predictable whirring
and clicking of the machine. As she poured the drink into a paper cup, she n,rned a surprisingly genuine smile on the man, and
asked how his day was going.
The guy looked impatient, but Tracy withheld the drink, taking
her time capping it, until he responded. "Just like any other," he
said.
"And that's ... "
"It's just fine."
Tracy took his money, handed him the drink, and watched him
leave the cafe. He took long, purposeful strides. Her eyes followed
him as he crossed the street and disappeared into the office building on the corner.
Boris always chatted with his customers, but when he did so,
he wasn't really Boris. He put up a fac;ade that suggested levels of
expertise and generosity that he didn't acnially possess. He did this
for business purposes. And he was good at what he did.
Tracy didn't like to interact with customers. They came in. They
went out. And the selves they presented weren't their true selves, or
so she felt. Why make an effort to get to know a false representation
of a person?
But as Tracy served her next customer, she took an interest in
guessing. Before the young intern came in for the office coffee,
what had she been thinking about? Where would she go home to?
And to whom?
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The lives she imagined for these people were probably far from
the customers' realities. And that was not a pleasant thought. But
it was same the other way around: they only saw barista Tracy, a
young brunette with too-curly hair, and a habit of sideways-pouting that made it look like her face perpetually leaned left. But
they didn't know about her interest in entomology or her love of
Yankees baseball or her hatred of coffee.
When she handed a non-fat latte to a young-lawyer-type in a
sharp suit, she initiated eye contact with him, and their eyes remained locked for a moment or two. Tracy tried to delve into him,
to see if she could see something more: whatever this man was hiding behind the suit and the good posntre and the well-manicured
beard. But she saw nothing, and was fairly sure that he saw nothing
of her, ifhe was looking at all.
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FOOTPRINTS
by

Ben Dearden

The last time Jane and I walked together was also the first time it
snowed that season.
Normally banter pushed its way through the crisp air, but tonight we let the silence rule for a minute. She was leaving soon,
not by desire or by coincidence, but by mutually acknowledged
necessity. I'd be taking a separate path a few weeks later. I didn't
know where, but I did know that I didn't belong here once she
left. Strictly speaking, there was nothing tying us together but an
impenetrable friendship and maybe a few years of unresolved romantic tension that had passed its expiration date. Now the two of
us would glance at it every once in a while, wondering if compatibility could go bad.
"Are you going to be alright without me?" asked Jane. I knew
her well enough to hear the concern stirring deep under the teasing. My jacket was thick and stiff, and the way it pressed on my
arn1 almost made me feel like she had linked hers in mine, but
she hadn't.
"I was fine for the better part of two decades before you," I said.
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Jane shook her head, trying to show her face to talk and hide it
from the cold that crept down her collar. "Another thing I need to
teach you. Definition of the word 'fine."'
"Really, I was. I mean, yeah, I can think of some people who
would disagree ... "
"Your mother, your exes, your psychologist," she started.
"My teachers, my childhood friends, my minister. .. See, I know
how to make a list, too." Some might be offended by my apparent
flippancy, but Jane and I knew each other too well. She grinned
at me, and as I grinned back, it wasn't just our amusement that
clicked, but also that deep, rolling sadness, that quarter-inch of
mud at the base of my lungs. Perhaps one day it would rise to fill
my lungs and heart and drown me in heavy earth, or maybe I'd be
able to plant something in the dark soil and turn it into something
better or something worse. It depended, I suppose, on what seed I
swallowed, what seed of faith or doubt would send its roots creeping through my veins, what fruit would cloud my dull eyes or lie
glimmering behind them.
Maybe it would be a melanchol-tree. I considered sharing the
pun with her, but I didn't feel like it tonight. That might be the
closest to sadness I ever really got. Failure to share puns.
"You really have come a long way," she said, tightening her grip
on my arm. No, wait, her arms were at her sides. It was no more
than the stiff pressure of the cold on my jacket.
"Is that sincerity I'm detecting?" I asked. "Whatever happened
to the Jane Harlan I knew?"
She used her shoulder to check me off the narrow sidewalk and
into the lightly-dusted , half-maintained lawns.
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"I think I get one moment of sentimentality throughout this
whole thing, don't I?"
I shrugged. "Have I ever been able to stop you from taking a
moment of anything you felt like? Acmally, a better question: Have
I ever been able to stop you from anything?"
"No, and you never will," she said, spunk and sass conquering
sentiment, as per nom1.
I laughed. "That's the girl I. .. "
I trailed off. Someone was tromping around the comer in heavy
winter boots, and we put our conversation on hold as they passed,
not out of embarrassment or shame. I thought there was a beauty
to it that paralleled the drifting snow. It was just decency and custom, throwing a fig leaf on before all passers-by.
We waited a respectfol amount of time before we resumed,
nothing to disnirb the icy silence but the soft wish, wish, wish of my
Converse through the frosted grass.
Heh. Frosted grass. It was fonny, because it sounded like frosted
glass, the material that you built . .. nevermind.
"What are you going to do for the first six months?" asked Jane.
"Oh, cry while eating buckets ofice cream, of course," I said. "At
which point I'll move on to moping, which will probably last me
three months by itself, followed by... "
I stopped, noticing something in the snow and took a breath
which, for the first time in weeks seemed to enter and leave my
lungs entirely clean, unsullied by the mud.
"What?" she asked, when I didn't respond for five or six seconds.
"Nothing," I said, looking at the prints in the snow. She probably wouldn't understand. She was much too practical.
Dearden 155

Inscape

Jane hadn't noticed, but next to the long scuffs of boot tracks
and the leaping, limping path of the optimists in sandals, there
was another set of tracks: slow, simple, spaced like those of a sleepwalker and completely barefoot. Ifl had to guess, I would say that
they were a girl's, though that instinct could be wrong. The steps
were light, and yet they cut all the way through the snow, the grass underneath still green and hale, not bent and muddy like the grass underneath the boot tracks.
"What are you looking at?" asked Jane. I didn't want to tell her
though, because she would give me an explanation. Some sorority
initiation ceremony, or a dare. Maybe it was an overenthusiastic
barefoot runner. I didn't want to hear any of that. Jane liked stories, but she turned them into rabbits and chased them around the
world until they were worn and hiding in a corner. Then she would
display them proudly to everyone who asked and never even notice
that her journey had taken her through the Hanging Gardens or
that she had asked directions of the Basque street-Christ.
"Just appreciating the snow," I lied. I suppose I didn't want our
relationship to end with dishonesty, but I would write her a letter
as soon as I figured out why I cared so much that these tracks were
mine to see and not hers.
She sighed with every part of her body but her mouth. I wondered if she had learned when I was shutting off, when I was following my own rabbit, not to kill it but to see where it led me.
Either way, she didn't respond, and I didn't move. We stood there
in the tranquil dark, waiting.
"Come on," I said, offering my arn1. Even in that act, I knew that
this summer was indisputably ending, the fall leaking away too. Or
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perhaps it was already over, and now, with Jane, I was reminiscing
and re-enacting. Still, she smiled and took my arm. She was gentler
than normal, even gentler than the pressure of my stiff coat. As we
walked, I concentrated on her breathing and the slow, bare footsteps ahead. Neither wavered from their steady rhythm forward.
In a few minutes she stopped, and I realized that we were in
front of her apartment. "You should get back," she said. "It's cold,
and you're tired."
I nodded, though my gaze was to the east, still following the
tracks.
"But I know you won't," she said, more to herself than me.
"Hmm?" I asked.
"I saw you following those tracks with your eyes and figured you
would ask me about them if you wanted me to say anything. So go
for it," she said. "Figure out where they go."
And in a moment, something boiled together within me, fusing
together the sadness and romance of an end; the gift and curse of
contentment with which I was born; the loss, the gain and all the
tension there, romantic and religious; before Jane and after her.
I leaned forward and, for the first time, kissed Jane on the cheek.
She leaned into it as I drew away, almost stumbling forward in an
astounded stupor. In the three seconds before her analytical mind
caught up with what had happened and made me stay for interrogation and declaration of intentions, I laughed and told her, "I
don't care where those footprints go. I only care that they are there."

Dearden 157

FROM DATUM
by Nick Gulig

Dear i000000000c

When it snows, the words become a river ending in your mouth. I
think that maybe you are near me, maybe not. It isn't getting easier.
Depending on the season, depending on the year, the day is what
subtracts us. Either way, at times it feels impossible to draw the
world around your name without remembering. We are disconnected perfectly. Errorlight, for instance, is the the empty space beside a
person sitting on a bench. Today the day is silver. I do not believe it
(ifl am honest, ifl am here
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Dear JBBBBBBBB(

Today the redwings intermpted off the fencepost. Between one
place, where you are, and another. After harvest. We are not together as the single oak outside the house begins to empty and
we are not together when it fills. Every distance has been rendered. The days are absolute. When I walk into the yard a multin1de of insects flick their little lights incessantly. I flicker
back. Against the early dark, I plant the desperate parts, forgive me. As the river lowers, as tl1e sumac reddens like a warning. The weatl1er, good or bad, reverses every rage. Both is and
isn't happening, this this. Larkspur in the far field bending
(belladonna in the grass
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Dear 1000000000(

Do you remember? Once we walked into the wilderness and
waited. I was afraid. Your body was a book of margins. A blue
door opening. As when I placed myself beside you, finally, a
field of errant light through which to know the world is not precisely what we hoped for. A door in the wilderness, a landscape
happening beneath. A landscape happening. Such terror there
except that I have memories which feel like somewhere else
(like someone absolutely other than, and far
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Memory as a Stranger
All Jump Up and Never Come Down
Natalie Wood

OM MANI PADME HUM1:
COMPASSION, CHARITY, AND A HEADACHE
by

Rachel Rueckert

"Be kind whenever possible. It is always possible."
-The Fourteenth Dalai Lama
"Rachel, do you have any ibuprofen?" asked Michelle, knowing
full well I always do.
On reflex, I reached into the front pocket of my backpack and
removed a bottle of pills to help alleviate Michelle's headache. She
got them quite frequently. I was eager to help her, especially after
learning she was struggling. Once, back in the States, I stopped
into the restroom during our field preparation class and heard
someone vomiting over the toilet. Not having the strongest of stomachs myself, I noted the blue Converse sneakers under the stall and
then decided to check out a bathroom on a different floor. When
I returned to class, I sat next to Michelle, noticing that she had
those same blue sneakers. I didn't say anything. Maybe it was the
flu, and she was just embarrassed. I remained in denial until our
first week in India when she willingly told me all about her eating
disorder herself
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"Thanks," she said, her bright emerald eyes flashing as she
popped the pills and took a large gulp from the orange Fanta bottle
in front of her. "Did I tell you what Lily's host sister said to me yesterday? About being fat from eating too much ice cream?"
This was not an unusual conversation to have over lunch with
Michelle in McLeod Ganj, India. Michelle was what you might call
the typical beautiful girl who could never see herself that way. She
had long, black hair, falling in natural spiral ringlets to her elbows,
high cheek bones, a tiny waistline, and eyebrows you would see
on the cover of a makeup magazine. Though she always deflected
compliments, I still tried to present them. As the new field facilitator over a group of ten students who had never left the North
American continent, I was eager to do tl1e best that I could-like
making sure no one died. Michelle had already put in a special
request, only half joking, that I make sure she didn't get too close
to jumping off of any cliffs.
But McLeod Ganj was a cliff-a town spread across the ridges
of the Himalayas. Not for the first time, I felt irritated that there
was not a better screening process for this kind of issue before being accepted to the program, especially considering what culn1re
shock can do to people. I was not equipped for this. But I kept going to lunch with Michelle. Kept giving her hugs. Kept telling her
she was not fat. Kept telling her she was doing a great job on her
research project, even though she wasn't.

The whole reason I got into traveling was because I was once a
sixteen-year-old who fancied she could "save tl1e world." Of course,
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I wanted to start in Africa. Africa, the impoverished country-not
the continent consisting of many countries of varying financial stabilities that I finally learned about years later after some education
on international development. But before that, I used to Google
various two-week volunteer programs and count how many years I
would have to work at the local Wendy's at minimum wage before
I could afford any of them. I wanted so badly to help in a big way;
I just didn't know how.
And then life happened, and three years later I was led to a field
study program in Ghana through my university. In the interviewing process, I became a little dismayed to learn that the program
was not a humanitarian mission or anything close to it. But I kept
working at a research project and at my own naivete. One of the
defining principles of the program was avoiding "Mother Teresa
Syndrome," otherwise known as "trying to save the world." Instead,
this was ninety days meant for culniral immersion and learning,
not fixing or curing a community that wasn't interested in my undergraduate "expertise." Preparing for Ghana, I became aware of
the great development crisis: that most international development
projects fail. The difficulties (if not impossibilities) associated with
foreigners making any kind of positive difference are slim when
"tme development" aims to get these countries to empower themselves instead of establishing more dependencies. I did my best to
swallow this dose of reality, though I had hoped I could make an
important difference by simply digging a well.

'"'*
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Coming to India was also not a humanitarian mission, though it
was nothing like Ghana either. It wasn't even apples and oranges;
it was apples and screwdrivers. McLeod Ganj was the retreat spot
for Indians, tourists, and even for the colonizing British who came
years earlier, calling these parts "the hills." Back home, the Field
Study office called McLeod "Tibet Land." I think it was summed
up quite nicely by Lily on our first day.
"This isn't really India."
With tourist shops lining the streets, guest houses on every corner, and watered-down, two-day courses on Buddhism, Lily had a
point. This was a much different world than what I experienced in
Delhi and other parts of the "real" India.
To me, the challenges of McLeod Ganj were completely different, and (dare I say it?), less apparent than in Ghana. I guess I
couldn't expect my group to understand that, but this realization
did not stop me from snapping at Michelle one afternoon at the
hustling main square, while a few of us were scoping out some local restaurants to grab a bite to eat.
'Tm going to starve here," she said.
I felt like slapping her. "Michelle, there are a hundred restaurants in this town How could you possibly starve?" I didn't tell her
that she has no idea what starving means. That she has never actually seen it before, and that starving people do not throw up their
food.
For a long time I felt bad for snapping at Michelle. Later that
week, my host sister quoted the Dalai Lama, who said "love and
compassion are necessities, not luxuries." I may have apologized to
Michelle, but I don't remember.
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You can't go a single day in McLeod Ganj without hearing the
word "compassion," or at least the sung Tibetan mantra version
of it, om mani padme hum. Buddhist monks record these chanted
prayers-a single phrase, worked into a harmony of deep, soothing tones-and the recordings play, over and over, day after day,
along the busiest streets in town. Here, om mani padme hum is the
literal background music to life. Tibetans believe the Dalai Lama is
the reincarnation of the bodhisattva deity of compassion itself He
preaches that "true happiness comes from a sense of inner peace
and contentment," and that this can only be "achieved through cultivation of altruism, of love, of compassion" and "the elimination
of anger, selfness and greed." 1 This was taught to every Buddhist,
young child, 9eshe monk, and Western tourist. It seemed to define
the religion.
I was in McLeod Ganj for the most auspicious day of the year, believed to be the day of Buddha's birthday, enlightenment, and his
first teaching. On the Tibetan calendar, which I will not pretend to
understand, it falls on the thirteenth day of the fourth month. On
our western calendar this year, it was June 15th. For this holiday,
karma was believed to be multiplied by one million-for good or
for bad. One kora, or lap circumambulating the Dalai Lama's temple, turned into one million walks around the local temple. Killing
a spider who might have been your mother in another life was also
multiplied by one million actions against a better reincarnation.
The event brought a large crowd ofTibetans and, not surprisingly,
Indian beggars to the temple, who rally around this holiday.
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One of my host sisters started her kora walk around the temple
at midnight. The other woke up at 2:00 am to begin. I didn't get
up until 8:00 am.
I normally did my kora at night when the heat was subsiding
for the day-to clear my head, get some exercise, or talk with
friends-but I figured I would check it out earlier and observe the
festivities surrounding the temple.
I was shocked by what I saw.
What was usually a peaceful jaunt was turned into a narrow path
through a sea of beggars. Thousands of them. Old men in orange
loincloths, young girls with babies on their hips, kids pushing to
the front, putting out their palms shouting, "money, money, money!" in the only English they knew as I, the stereotypical rich westerner, approached them. I felt suffocated and overwhelmed, but
something more than that didn't sit well with me. It was so much
different from what I saw in Ghana, and I couldn't place my apathy
towards these people. The begging was more of a convention than
a display of genuine need. A monetary game of exchange. A rupee
for a chance at nirvana. The beggars were even giving out change
for larger bills.
The Tibetans walked and walked all day long, some doing prostrations the entire way. Some walked ten laps, twenty laps, depositing little silver coins collected throughout the year along the way.
I only completed one lap-feeling less concerned about the state
of my karma than the risk of revealing my irritation-and it didn't
even occur to me to bring money.
Later that night, I talked with Tenzin, my host sister. I wondered
if she felt frustrated that she was being taken advantage of, or if she
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noticed that most of those beggars were not really beggars at all,
but normal people dressed up like trick-or-treaters on Halloween.
She looked at me in that sweet "if only you understood" look she
used to give me, and explained that she was fully aware that most
of the crowd members were functioning members of society. "But
it is not our job to decide," she said. "And we get the blessings
anyway."
I still couldn't get over the principle of it though. I noticed it
every day, and it was hard to restrain my judgments. I had watched
as a pack of barefooted local women carried borrowed babies
through the streets, getting tourists to buy them powdered milk
for the child in their arms, then go to the next store over and sell it
back. They made much more money that way. Powdered milk cost
almost twenty times the typical donation to a beggar.
I hadn't always thought this way. I would always give my change
to the man downtown outside the metro station when others would
argue it was perpetuating a problem. But Ghana forced me to reevaluate my personal policy-I had no idea how to give to each
of the hundreds of beggars that approached me each week, so I
didn't.
This personal policy I adopted in Ghana was entrenched in
India. Instead of giving change, I decided to give my donations
to successful foundations and inspired church organizations that
knew how to distribute the money better than I ever could at random. Mahatma Gandhi once said that he refuses "to insult the
naked by giving them clothes they do not need instead of giving
them work which they sorely need." 2 Cold as it felt at times to
avoid the beggar's eyes in Ghana, I thought this approach the more
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charitable, but maybe just the more feasible, thing to do when I
encountered beggars in India.

"Have you tried tough love with her?" Jen asked.
Jen was the field studies coordinator who had come to India for
a week to check in on the program and the students. And me. But
the first two items of business took a bit longer than expected; thus,
we had this conversation in a taxi on the thirty minute ride to the
Kunga Airport so she could catch her flight.
I rested my head on the window frame, trying to subdue my gag
reflex from the motion sickness while flying down the Himalayan
switchbacks; I must have made some gesture that indicated I had
no idea what she meant by "tough love" with Michelle. She gave
me a pensive look and waited for me to respond.
"But she hates India," I tried to explain, my voice rising with
fmstration . "That is all she ever talks about." I had hoped Jen
would see this on her visit and encourage her to fly home early.
"Michelle has an addiction," Jen said, then went on about how
her own sister stmggles with paranoia disorder and other mental
ailments, but how she admires her every day for dealing with it.
She wanted me to admire Michelle. Even I wanted me to admire
Michelle. I might have felt satisfied to just have neutral feelings
toward Michelle; but the uncomfortable tmth was that I could not
stand her most days and that I was in desperate need of advice. In
my head, I was failing as a field facilitator. And a sn1dent. I could
barely even manage being friendly. Jen, such a strong person, such
a great leader, was just the person I needed advice from; a sane,
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familiar face from the university, reminding me that I was up to
something worthwhile when I took up this job as a facilitator, and
that someone once thought I was capable of doing it when they
hired me for it six months earlier.
But advice did not lead to affirmation of my own project and
leadership efforts. Unfortunately, our discussion about Michelle
took up the entire journey, giving me less than five minutes to address my own project concerns and personal struggles before Jen
was checking into the airport and I was heading back up the mountain alone feeling all shades of sorry for myself Except this time I
was leaning out the taxi window, barfing.

"Today I would like to talk about charity," said Maddie, another
student in my group who was in charge of our makeshift Sunday
school for the week. Our last Sunday in McLeod Ganj. She passed
out a few pages of typed-up paper. This was a first for our usually
informal meeting held on the rusting benches off the kora trail, a
secluded area surrounded by thick trees behind the Dalai Lama's
temple. Maddie seemed nervous for some reason, shifting her
weight, hugging one arn1 close against her stomach. Her hands
were shaking. But Maddie was never anxious or uncomfortable
talking for long and longer amounts of time. Besides, it wasn't as if
we hadn't spent the last three months getting to know each other.
"For those of you who brought your scriptures, n,rn to Mosiah
chapter 4," she said, fombling through her lesson materials. 3
Wedid.
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She gave an opening spiel on the importance of charity, to which
we all nodded in unspoken agreement, and then she decided to
pick a point of focus-the beggars.
"Starting with verse 16, it says: 'And also, ye yourselves will succor those that stand in need of your succor; ye will administer of
your substance unto him that standeth in need; and ye will not suffer that the beggar putteth up his petition to you in vain, and turn
him out to perish ... "'
I saw where this was going.
"' ... Perhaps thou shalt say: The man has brought upon himself
his misery; therefore I will stay my hand, and will not give unto him
of my food, nor impart unto him my substance that he may not suffer, for his punishments are just-"'
Did anyone else notice that this was being directed at me? Was
I being paranoid? I looked around. Everyone avoided eye contact.
I felt the muscles in my forehead tighten and my throat swell, my
heartbeat getting faster and my breath growing louder. I wished
then that Maddie, and the rest of the group, knew a little more
about me, or at least a little more about what I saw in Ghana. One
person in particular in Ghana. Her name (the great irony of it) was
Charity.
She was one of my students at the secondary school where I volunteered. Secondary schools in Ghana were not subsidized by the
Ghanaian government, ensuring that only kids with money could
attend. But the year I was there, Charity's parents had gotten a
divorce-a serious taboo for the local culture. Divorce procedures
were rare and unregulated by the government, leaving Charity's
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mother broke and unable to pay her daughter's school fees for the
year.
Charity never told me-not until I started noticing that she
skipped every meal and had bmises and stick welts covering her
skinny arms. But one day it all came together-Charity wasn't
skipping meals, she was not allowed to eat. She was beaten every
day until her fees were paid, and we all knew that was never going
to happen.
Yet her lack of food and money did not stop her from giving
to me. One day she chased me down the red dirt road on my way
home from school. She grabbed my hand and dropped a packet
of cmmpled biscuits in a well-worn wrapper into my palm. She
wouldn't take it back.
I could never bring myself to eat the biscuits. I felt sick every
time I looked at them. I could think of nothing else. But the program had warned me not to meddle in the affairs of this village, not
to assert my own judgments and try to help, not to create dependencies which would cause the program to shut down and prevent
foture students from coming.
'" .. .And if ye judge the man who putteth up his petition to you
for your substance . . .and condemn him, how much more just will
be your condemnation . . ."'
I took it to God.
What else could I do? One night I could not sleep so I grabbed
my scriptures and flashlight, pulled back the blue mosquito net
surrounding my cot, snuck out the creaking door, and headed into
the open cement compound beneath the cool night air, unmediated by my conflicting expectations and desires. I found this verse in
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Moroni chapter 7: "Wherefore, my beloved brethren, if ye have not
charity, ye are nothing, for charity never faileth. Wherefore, cleave
unto charity, which is the greatest of all. .. and whoso is found possessed of it at the last day, it shall be well with him. Wherefore,
my beloved brethren, pray unto the Father with all energy of heart,
that ye may be filled with this love ... "4 I knew then that I had my
answer.
I told my program facilitator, my Ghanaian host mom, and the
secondary school headmaster that this was something I wanted to
do. They did not stop me, and agreed that it was a personal choice.
What is two hundred dollars when I could send my friend to
school? It would be completely anonymous, or so I thought.
"Now this is the part I want you all to pay attention to," said
Maddie. '"I say unto the poor, ye who have not and yet have sufficient, that ye remain from day to day; I mean all you who deny
the beggar, because ye have not; I would that ye say in your hearts
that: I give not because I have not, but ifl had I would give .. .Now,
if ye say this in your hearts ye remain guiltless, otherwise ye are
condemned .. ."'
I ate the biscuits.
I couldn't believe I did it. I was stopped in England on my way
home from Ghana and got hungry on a bus somewhere between
Salisbury and London, so I ate them. I stuffed the wrapper in the
back seat pocket and left it there. I can't explain why I did it-I
had anticipated keeping it as a kind of memorial to her. But those
biscuits were my constant reminder that doing good does not
always come in a nice, neat package-that some lessons are too
heavy to take home.
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Despite my request for anonymity, word broke out-first
through the faculty, then to the students-that it was me who paid
the school fees, and as much as I resented the rich-white-personstereotype, I did my fair part in fueling it by paying the two hundred dollars. I have no way to measure how much damage my simple act of charity had on the future of the community. Yet Charity
was only one of hundreds of students who would not have their
fees met for the year, and I would not be around the next term or
the next to see that she could continue school. And what of the students who never got to secondary school? Who never got to school
at all because they were working on the cocoa farms or hawking
baskets of fruit and matchboxes on their heads at the market?
"Remember," Maddie continued. "That it is not our place to
judge. Even though we are poor college students, we come from a
rich country and have been blessed in ways these people will never
understand. We should do our part, or at least say within our hearts
that we would give if we could."
And at that moment, I judged her, just like she was judging
me. I stared at my feet and tightened my grip on my scriptures. I
couldn't look at her.
Maddie then issued a challenge-for all of us, like her, to give
our unwanted sniff to the poor people before leaving, probably not
realizing that the university program we were on specifically discouraged us from doing that. She closed her thoughts, took a seat
on the bench, and we jumped into the closing hymn. There was
no way to have a discussion about the issue she had raised. No way
to speak up or justify my behavior. No way to talk about Charity.
I was swallowed up by my thoughts, so conflicted and angry and
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chastened. I wanted to scream at her-I wanted to convince her
that this was a personal decision, and that my personal decision
was better than hers. Was I really so evil? Is this cynicism where
all of my studies on international development have brought me?
Did she really think me so heartless? And why, ifI was so certain
that my policy was best, was I so uneasy by having it called into
question?
Because I wasn't certain. And I am still not certain.
The meeting closed, and Maddie stood up. "If anyone wants any
extra copies of the lesson, just let me know." She walked off with
half of the group of students, not knowing that her voice (loud,
even by American standards) could carry farther than she might
have thought.
"Did Rachel say goodbye?" I heard one student ask Maddie in
the distance.
"No," Maddie laughed. "But that is okay, because . .. " She
trailed off as they turned the corner.
Because what? Because her sermon spoke the truth? Because at
least she got to say her two bits? Because I would be held accountable and damned for my actions? Because I now know I need to
start thinking about charity? Because I realize now that my feelings
on the subject are more ambivalent and fragile than I thought?

Ninety days came and went both fast and slow, and the time came
to leave McLeod Ganj. After a short bus ride (in the Indian perspective) to Pathankot, we took a train to Delhi. Our last train as a
group in India.
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It was a sleeper train, and I took the top bunk. I hobbled up
the ladder and sprawled out on the red canvas seat, pulling my
scarf over my face to escape the current group dynamics. I tried
to sleep, letting the rocking of the train lull me to a dream world
where I could forget the most recent pains of my reality: the tension between me and Maddie sitting below (whose views on charity
apparently extended to condemning my haggling) and the mixed
feelings I was having leaving India. I closed my eyes and tried to
shut the world out.
But sleep would not come. Not then or for the rest of the eight
hours, because Michelle was feeling extra chatty. I tried to ignore
her whining the way I had the entire summer, but I couldn't. I lay
there, pretending to be asleep, listening to her conversation. First
about hating Indian men but secretly relishing the attention, then
about her fading testimony in God, then about going back to her
jerk ex-boyfriend, and then"Lily," Michelle said, addressing another member of our group.
"Remember Rinzen and how he has those scars all over his body
from being tortured in that Chinese prison?"
I knew Rinzen. I had seen his outward scars, lingering evidence
of his solitary confinement and tomire for ten long years. I had
talked with him in his broken English and noted the permanent
sadness in his eyes having lost his family, his religion, and his
country for simply trying to raise money to rebuild his monastery
destroyed by the Chinese. My interest was piqued.
"Yes," Lily said.
"Well, I was thinking. I have my own scars. They are just on the
inside, so no one knows."
Rueckert 181

Inscape

I tore the scarf from my face, fuming with anger for how
Michelle could trivialize Rinzen' s pain, and somehow my own, but
no words came out.
"Oh, Rachel! You are awake," said Michelle. "Do you have any
ibuprofen?"
I knew exactly where my waning supply of pain killers was, as
did she-sitting in the front pocket of my backpack at the edge
of my bunk. But I was not moved by her weaknesses anymore. My
pools of compassion had dried up. I felt that Maddie's misjudgments of me had finally come true.
"No. No, I don't."
This was a Rachel I had never met before.

India introduced me to a demented portrait that I painted of myself that I was not able to tuck away-a coldhearted, apathetic,
victim-Rachel, drained of empathy to the extent that I could not
recognize myself anymore. I was possessed and haunted by charity.
It took months for me to begin coming to terms with the ambiguous idea of compassion and charity, and I can't help but admire the strangeness of it all-that I went to McLeod Ganj to learn
about the Tibetan way of compassion, only to learn how expendable mine was-that I had left the comfort of my paradigm only to
have a simple truth like charity complicated.
I think I now understand what Jen meant by "tough love." Tough
love was writing this essay-calling Michelle out on her attention
deficit and not actually wanting to get better, just as Maddie had
called me out on my own half-embraced position on charity.
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But side by side, I came to view these contradictions as complimentary. The self-empowerment that international development
encourages is probably the best tactic to help a country, and a person like Michelle, recover from internal ailments and suffering;
tme healing must be accepted internally for real change to take
root.
But every once in a while, I get an image of a dust-covered beggar-maybe an emerald-eyed young girl with long black hairdisplaying mangled limbs, shaking a tin can in my face, saying,
"money, madam?"
And I avoid eye contact. And swallow. And keep walking. And
dig around in my pockets for a missing biscuit wrapper, telling myself that I am doing the right thing. And then I second guess myself
all over again, silently chanting my imperfect om mani padme hum.

Notes
l. See Tenzin Gyatso, Freedom in Exile: The Autobiography of the Dalai Lama.
(New York: Harper Perennial, 1991), 297.
2. See Mahatma Gandhi, The Essential Gandhi: An Anthology of His Writings on
His Life, Work, and Ideas ed. Louis Fischer(New York, Vintage Books, 1983), 127.
3. See Mosiah: 4 (The Book of Mormon).
4. See Moroni: 7 (The Book of Mormon).
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Untitled (Rainbow Barf)
Jacob Haupt

ILLNESS
by Lindsey Webb
I.

Our neighbor wanders through her house n1rning lamps on and

of£
II.

You and I, invalids, we taste like cold blankets-and when we
kiss in the morning it is like pulling them back to reveal a dark
landscape.
Ill.

I break with the window nmner when you escape near midnight.
Here you are in the yard sucking tea leaves, forgetful: your t-shirt
blowing out from you like a great yawn. We will speak of it when
you're well.
IV.

When I'm well I will turn all our lamps on at once. The sound of
a car door slamming, footsteps on the walk . . . the doorbell one
penny in the final day's cup ...
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TRYING TO HAVE A MOMENT IN CAPITOL REEF
by Darlene Young
1.
I don't begrudge the flies a drink of my sweat; it's the squabbling

I hate-tizzy blather. Shut up! Let me hear the red rock sitting, a
brooding hen.
2.
Freckled, minty breezes.

3.
Why is it that the edges of things are more interesting? Sourdough, sideways glances, dusk.

4.
The hills like a lover, waiting, barebacked.

5.
The thing about getting old is the realizing that it's just you and
the sky, and has been all along. My neck aches from trying to eat
it.
6.
Sage against the sky like tangled hair.
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MAYFLY
by Shane Peterson

Under the bush leaves
a mayfly lands, its wings
folded and still,
fonning a cross with its body,
bowing its head and all six knees
as if in prayer.
There it plants its seed,
dabbing its pregnant tail,
using a dead leaf for support
like a wooden bedpost,
heaving, grinding up and down
into the mud and earth.
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Untitled
Daniele Vickers

ON ARTICHOKES AND SYSTEMS
by

Carin Olavson

I scraped an artichoke with my bottom teeth. This artichoke was a
gift from my roommate, Haley, who in the last week of the semester would move out and get married. Her paper for our class we
took together had already been turned in, graded, and returned to
her. With one week left of the semester, my research paper was past
due and I wasn't finished with it. Rage. A feeling of hate surged
through my body. Nor could I find a pocket of time to begin much
needed revision of my other writing assignments. I also worried
that sitting and eating an artichoke while thinking about working
instead of working wasn't the best way to spend my time. But it felt
necessary to distinguish what was important rather than just plowing ahead. I wasn't going to finish my work on time for yet another
semester, and I blamed my teachers. I blamed them for expecting
me to meet a standard that I couldn't live up to, for deadlines that I
couldn't meet, for my own lack of time to make school achievable,
for school losing what ought to be the reason for education: learning. Whatever happened to learning, true learning? Who decided
deadlines are essential to the learning process? Why can't learning
just happen at its own pace: why must it happen according to the
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dictated expected timetables of syllabi? Other people's deadlines
and standards always seemed just beyond my reach.
The warm, stringy artichoke flesh mbbed against my bottom
teeth. I put down a petal and pick up the next one quickly. I become a mindless eating machine raging my way through the outer
petals. I curse my Music Civilization professor for his inability to
see that I did work hard, that I tried my best to learn in his course.
Even though I failed his class three times, I wish he would believe
that I do have some intelligence masked by my tardy completion
of assignments. I gnmt, and jerk one more petal out of my mouth.
Laughter seeps into me as I realize my ridiculous behavior. What's
the point of sitting around professing poxes upon my professors?
I am mad at my own inability to meet a deadline. We both are lmman, both subject to time. My teachers don't actually have more
time than I do.
Even though due dates for the end of the semester papers had
piled up and even though I did not have time to steam a vegetable
gifted from Haley, I had chosen to boil it and to feed mysel£ I rationalized that the nourishment would benefit my studies.
As I scrape the petals with my bottom teeth I was slowly digesting an experiment in hues. What began as a bitter-tasting, darkolivey-browned green petal on the outside proceeded by degrees to
petals so yellow they whitened and transformed from spade shapes
to tiny needle shapes. The petals near the center were so fragile that
the whole petal was digestible.
Those needley petals eventually transition into hairs on the
heart. I count up to 143 petals but when I get to 106, they become more fragile than butterfly wings. The petals neighboring
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the heart have such a tenderness they are as transparent as tracing
paper, more inclined to rip than a rose petal. I never counted how
many hairs were on the heart. But looking at the hairs, known as
the choke, I deemed it beautiful.
It was something. The hairs of whiteness were exposed only after all the exterior thistle petals were shed. Underneath all the covering layers of petals, this internal space of the vegetable literally
was formed by responding to its surroundings. The hairs formed
as the bud bloomed. But at the base of this lobed thistle, underneath all the petals and hairs, exists a meaty heart. I pushed both
my bare thumbs into the center of the hairs and split the heart like
my birth-father did once for me.

February 2012 , College , 25 years old
In my usual fit of nerves connected to the fourth floor of my
university's Humanities building-a place where many of my
professors have offices-I approached Dr. Eastunder's door. It
was the middle of the second month of the semester. I knew the
teacher. Two years ago I had a Romantic Poetry class from him in
my English undergraduate work. He awakened me to the world
of Coleridge, the land of Keats and honey. I knew he was a hard
teacher but I tried to take anotl1er course from him because I had
enjoyed his lectures. I had benefited from him challenging me to
push deeper with what I considered my own profound analysis of
poems. He branded the following fact into my mind: Nature was
a maternal influence to Wordsworth. Such a mother I knew intimately from my girlhood habit of confiding in cottonwoods, depositing my own and my sister's secrets into the gaps in the outer
bark.
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I paced outside his door, talked aloud to myself, certain I had to
make myself work up the nerves to knock. After coaching myself,
"Just ask him. The worst he could say is, 'no.' You have to ask. You
have to knock. Just knock. Then ask." I knocked.
He invited me inside. He sat in his chair and cupped his hands
on his knees. His slouched posture made me feel aware that my
torso was longer than his. At first, in my nervousness, I snmered.
Then my words fell into my rehearsed paragraph, "Would it be alright to have more time on the first analysis paper? . .. I-um-I
am still behind on the class readings . . . an extension would allow
me to catch up and write a better paper." We had met earlier in the
semester to discuss my slower reading speed and affiicted comprehension. He informed me that this sort of request was to be used
only on large assignments like papers, and only in dire need. Yet
that letter from my psychologist in the University Accessibilities
Center offered proper documentation that extra time to finish tests
and assignments was a constant dire need. Technically, he was
required by law to accept all work I turned in late. Yet when we
had compromised, I accepted the disadvantage of losing points
on smaller things because I preferred to take his class and work
with his stipulations. The conflict was something I decided not
to get ruffied about because I wanted myself to be like the other
sn1dents-get my assignments turned in on time, meet deadlines,
maybe even finish my classes during the week of finals.
He told me that he felt the real problem was my own procrastination and that ifl hadn't waited until the last minute, I wouldn't
need an extension. I didn't want to argue, but with respect I explained, "The problem isn't that I procrastinate. The problem is
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that I take about five times longer to read. Some of my time has
to include sleep." A novel that most sn1dents read in a six to seven
hour block, I read in 34 hours. I spent from the time I got off work
at 5 p.m. until 11 p.m. in the library. Three times that week, I got
up early to shovel snow at 2 or 3 a.m. for my job. I even got up at
1:30 a.m. to finish some reading before work at 3 a.m. I knew that
procrastination wasn't the problem. Being a slow reader was, and I
don't know how to learn myself out of that.
He was only looking at my problem on the surface. His judgment that I was a procrastinator irked and hurt me.
May 2006, College, Day-care Job, 19 years old

For a year and a half, I was a teacher of twenty-four two-year olds.
My classroom at daycare was an attempt to corral, limit, and diminish chaos. At potty time, Nina, my teacher aide who was unable
to afford the medical bills for her sick eight-week-old baby, would
stand in the doorway while I tried to change everyone out of their
soggy, soiled pull-ups. There were two sinks with peeling, waterdamaged counters, a maroon tile floor, and a very large mirror finger-collaged, mouth-stamped, and face-printed with many gern1s
from the kids in the whole daycare center. Two-thirds of the class
wore pull-ups. While I strapped on obedient Jenna's Tinkerbell
Pull-up, I looked over to see Wyatt suspended and draped on the
counter while he smiled with his mouth and blue eyes. His smile
was impish and I knew from his upturned chin that he had plugged
up the sink with paper towels once more. I was too busy with the
other twenty-three to keep Wyatt from flooding the sink, since at
this point, two boys were urinating on the stall walls and Kade had
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ripped off his pull-up and dropped the contents-poop-on the
tile, so I sent Jenna away to pull up her pink stretchy pants, and
then there was Shadow, who followed my hand and went into the
cupboard under the sink where he began sucking on the sanitizing
chemical bottles. Nina, at the door frame, was wrestling Brayden,
who was kicking her shins because she wouldn't let him escape
and yelling at Kade for what he had done. I scolded Wyatt for flood ing the sink, judging tl1at he knew better, dropped two Cheerios
in the toilet bowl and told Matthew and Brady to aim for them instead of the stall walls, scooped up Shadow, and reached my long
legs over and around the other kids to approach Kade standing frozen, bare bummed but staring at his poop, relocated from bowels
to diaper to floor. I needed all the children's attention and I knew I
had to send them out of the bathroom to avoid anyone stepping in
Kacie's poop. There were just too many bodies. I told the children
to catch a bubble. Twenty-four little toddlers inhaled with me and
we all puffed our cheeks out while we held our breath and folded
our am1s-holding a bubble inside our bodies was the best way I
had found to instrnct tl1e children to keep quiet while we walked
down the halls, hopefully not waking up the infants napping in the
baby room. For a rare moment, tl1e small batl1room stopped echoing toddler's voices and giggles and screams and whines and all I
heard was my voice's alto raspiness, "Everyone needs to line up and
follow Nina back to the classroom." I made it a point to not mention the poop so the kids wouldn't try to touch or step in it. With
just Kade left inside, I wiped him down, strapped him into a new
pull-up, put on gloves, picked up his poop, and sanitized the tile.
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That was it. Only around two-thirds of the class had been changed
but it was better for the kids to be soggy than exposed to feces.
When we returned to the classroom, it was time for centers-a
relief because I could enjoy the kids' creativity, unlike during circle
time when getting their attention was the highest priority and even
in my efforts to animate stories, teach about shapes and colors,
one story in a ten-minute period had the class generally divided
between the biters, kickers, hitters and the victims as the bit, the
kicked, the hit. Nina slammed Brayden's rear onto a small timeout chair by the locker cubbies. She started yelling at him and
he tried to get off the chair. I saw her push Brayden's shoulders
against the back of the chair and heard his head conk on the locker
cubbies. A part of me felt guilt that he hit his head and another
part of me didn't care. While Nina was handling him and to avoid
more squabbles, I had to transition the others into centers and get
them started on puzzles, !egos, a miniature house set. The transitions had the most biting, hitting, kicking. If I moved fast, we
could avoid some of it. I played cars with Wyatt while I ignored
Nina and Brayden.
Another habitual escapee, Wyatt, made a game of turning the
door knob and then bolting out of the classroom, down the hallway, past the director's desk and out the front door which faced
a busy street. Sometimes, I didn't notice Wyatt had left and the
director would bring him back to class. Other times, I would shout
to the director that Wyatt had escaped, and she would hopefully
comer him before he got outside the building. It is dangerous for a
two-year-old to run free in a street, but it isn't so dangerous for them to
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leave a classroom or sneak out to the playground because everyone
needs a change of environment after twelve hours in one room.
My inability to notice his absence made me more upset than
his disobedience. I understood Wyatt needed change and more
stimulation. He knew all his letters and colors and he was the
second oldest-almost three. Wyatt was easy to engage in imaginative activities and he often added clever plot twists, magical
appearances of villains, dooming earthquakes leveling block and
!ego structures, drama between characters. He had a gift for logic
and narrative, intelligences valued by the system. I enjoyed playing
with Wyatt and frequently favored him with my attention during
centers. Our elaborate stories interested the majority of the class.
It was a refreshing thing to me to see the children playing together
with Wyatt as captain of creativity. Reghan, who usually cried for
two hours after drop-off-her motlier had been seized by the state
and her grandmother just received custody-would occasionally
giggle in response to Wyatt, grab a pink car or swaddle the room's
one-armed and naked Barbie, and then join us, forgetting her sorrow about her mother, for a precious few minutes.
Nevertheless, I ignored Brayden's head hitting the cubbies,
his need for physical relief, his need for emotional support. I still
feel guilt that labeling Wyatt "the runaway" because of his exterior behavioral tendencies prevented me from caring for Brayden
in the moment. My need to protect my own reputation and avoid
Wyatt escaping unnoticed once more mattered more to me than
Brayden's feelings. The needs of tl1e group or my needs mattered
more than the individual pain ofBrayden.
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I quit the job after a year and a half because $ 5. 7 5 an hour was
an insufficient salary for me to live on. It was especially inadequate
as payment for a caregiver to twenty-four souls that needed more
love, attention, and intervention than I could offer during my
hours with them in the classroom. Nina expected behavior to be a
certain standard and her methods of discipline had been learned
from her childhood. Her mother beat her and her brother. Nina
told often me that if these were her children she would whip them
with her belt. She told me she and her brother knew to respect their
mother and these children needed harsher punishments more
than they needed understanding. I don't believe there is an obvious answer to childcare discipline, but I made the decision that I
wouldn't spank my own future children. While working at the day
care center, I tried to avoid yelling at my kids-the toddlers in my
classroom that felt like mine. Sometimes every hour, I would have
to bite my cheek and pray for patience, my way of stepping back
before responding to a squabble. There were times when I felt the
children needed to be encouraged to be more creative. And there
were times when I stifled their creativity. My own frequency of correcting and criticizing befuddled me.
One example: the children often climbed the bookshelf because
some city on the other side was under apocalyptic threat, they
skated around the carpet on the picture books, or they licked the
hand sanitizer I glopped onto their hands. Why, though, was I so
detern1ined to teach that there is a proper use of hand sanitizer and
bookshelves? Is it so terrible if a dime-sized glop of hand sanitizer
is swallowed, or if the city beyond the bookshelf is spared at the
sacrifice of a few book bindings? However, seven years ago when
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I was both a teenager and a day-care teacher, I had the chance to
help twenty-four children develop motor and life skills. Nina's vision of how they should behave seemed to matter more than their
own visions. I wonder, was her way right?
Nina wanted the kids to behave like cookie-cutter dolls, silent
except when asked a question, stagnant unless prompted to move.
Of course, such a standard was unrealistic but I too reached for
unrealistic ideals. I wanted the children to obey me because they
felt I loved them. To me that seemed enough to compel motivation. I sparingly limited rules to those that provided safety. I tried
to understand their perspective; I tried to see the children as more
than a collage of defiant behaviors. But when there are twenty-four
of them and the state ratio laws limit a class with two teachers to
eighteen kids maximum, and six extra toddlers have parents that
can't afford sending their kids anywhere else, it was better that
they were in my overcrowded classroom than being locked at home
alone. The pressure of overcrowding often forced me to jump to
conclusions and punish the supposed hurters even though I often
found out later they were innocent. In a lot of ways, Dr. Eastunder
and Nina are right. The standard, a way to measure exterior behavior, judgments must be achieved. Biting should not happen at all.
Nina felt Keagan should miss all of recess ifhe bit one of his peers.
Because I felt Keagan needed more flexibility, I convinced Nina
to compromise. His tantrums in preface to time-out during recess
kept him from playing and getting a chance to nm and move.
Instead of using his energy in productive activities like tag and
monster, Keagan's energy would be spent throwing a fit in preface to a time-out which caused more biting throughout the day. As
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much as I wanted Keagan to stop biting, I wasn't ever convinced
time-outs for him were a usefol method of discipline. Nina, however, was. So we agreed that when Keagan had a miracle morning and avoiding biting before our first recess, we praised him.
Whereas ifKeagan bit less than five times before second recess, he
wouldn't have to sit on a picnic bench for a minute and a half after
he calmed down from his tanm1ms-once one lasted the whole of
the twenty-minute recess. But when the outer behavior was punished and Keagan's tantmms included biting my forearm, throwing rocks at me, kicking me, I did wonder ifl was responding to his
speech impediment the right way. Something underneath, more
internal was dismissed and his lack of expression locked him into
tantmm behavior prefaced by biting. Was I training the children
to be vegetables by valuing only their outer layers of observable
behavior?
December 1992, Third Grade, 7 years old
When my parents were married, my siblings and I sometimes
ate dinner with my mother before my father returned from his
train commute. Meals were common, but twice or so in the week,
my mother left food on the stove for the kids to heat up while she
taught singing lessons in the living room. Except for holidays, it
was rare to eat with both my parents. Once when I was in third
grade, my mother and father sat on either end of our family's oval
teakwood table. In this um1sual moment, my father held a plate
with three steamed artichokes on it. He put half an artichoke on
my plate.
I whined, "Can't I have a whole one?"
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My father, without explanation, picked up the half artichoke on
my plate and put it back on the serving plate. His hand touched
the stem of a whole one, and my mother piped in, "What are you
doing? She can't eat a whole one."
At this point in my memory the dialogue fails me. I do recall
that they had opposing opinions and that my father put the whole
artichoke on my plate. Things were tense. Petal by petal, I ate the
whole thing in silence. When I got to the heart, I didn't know what
to do with its spindled middle. I had only seen artichoke hearts
in pickled glass jars. The whole vegetable had fuzzy looking hairs
from the bloom, attached to the bowl shaped cavity of the heart.
It was something worth observing. I turned it at different angles
while holding the stem. While I stared at it, I remember hoping my
mother wouldn't remind me to not play with my food. She didn't.
I just looked. Then I gave it to my father who spooned out the hairs
and pushed his thumbs down the middle to split the heart. As I ate
the heart, a mushy and stringy texture sloshed on my tongue. I ate
both halves but left the stem. My father was flexible and gave me
the opportunity to stare at the hairs (the choke) and the heart. My
father's tenderness in letting a seven-year-old eat larger servings of
a vegetable, a whole artichoke, touched me. I appreciated him giving me the chance to see the inside of an artichoke.

March 1999, Ninth Grade, 14 years old
Once in high school, I sat at a different dinner table, a lighter
maple wood, with a different father, a step-father. He had a dark,
blackish full beard that covered half of his neck. This table was a
circle but no one, other than him, not even my mother, had a say
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in anything. My new step-father was rigid and authoritarian and
his temper was worse than my birth-father's. I remember watching him eat half of an artichoke and get mayonnaise stuck in his
mustache. My brother and sister started laughing and were immediately scolded and sent upstairs without dinner. It isn't such a
crnel thing to deprive children of one meal, but we were constantly
in trouble for existing. My step-father on a weekly basis told my
siblings and me tl1at we were too expensive, too ungrateful, too
lazy, too disobedient. That night my mother left the table to cry
in the bedroom and I knew it would be my job to clean up dinner again. I ate my artichoke, a whole artichoke, in silence beside
my step-father. I could not decide whether to be on my siblings'
side or to try to become grateful enough, diligent enough, obedient enough, cheap enough to please my step-father. If I chose to
behave, my siblings resented me for being obedient or the favorite,
and if I chose my siblings, the man my mother married resented
my siblings and me for being alive. I could never pin down my
step-father's strict mies about what behavior constituted respect.
This sort of upbringing allowed Nina to grow self-discipline. For
me, this made me only value how my actions appeared. Even if I
felt I should finish my homework, I first had to make the kitchen
spotless. A clean house could keep my step-father calm when he
came back. My need to complete my sn1dies didn't matter as much
as the kitchen. If my family started fighting again, I would be too
upset to focus and not complete my homework anyway. I deflated
my own opinions, when I decided I had to behave the right way, to
appear the right way. Inside, I withdrew, retreated from my own
self, became emotionally numb.
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August 2006, College, Day-care Job, 19 years old
Kade, for the most part, was a fmstrating child. He didn't lis-

ten, and I believe he didn't listen because he didn't understand
language. Nina, however, saw his behavior as a deliberate scheme
to disobey. He also didn't talk. At two he was too developmentally
behind to talk like most of his classmates. Nina and I argued one
naptime about this around late August. We disagreed about what
the standard ought to be. She wanted one vision and everyone to
comply. My view was that we had to accommodate for the speech
impediment of Keagan, Wyatt's need for excessive attention,
Kacie's inability to talk and understand language, Reghan's tears
after drop-off The kids had too many differences to all be held to
the same standard . She believed in encouraging respect for authority regardless of the child and his or her circumstance. On one
level, the amount of biting was dangerous, as was the frequency
of hitting and kicking. Yet, in my opinion, she was rough with the
kids. I on the other hand, didn't stop to protect the children. They
would cry for as long as twenty minutes, and I would ignore them.
In a way, I liked having Nina be the disciplinarian, but the children
responded in fear instead of in respect.
One day, Kade started whimpering after I took away his toys because centers had ended and the class needed to go to lunch. This
whole scenario was a tme sign of progression because one month
earlier, back in June, there was no response from Kade about anything. Just staring, blue eyes. At least now he was holding toys and
somewhat interacting with them inside his head, and at least he
was blubbering and upset and communicating something. Nina
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dragged Kade down the hall by the arm. I didn't think there was
anything wrong with this: I had dragged Kade to the playground,
the bathroom, the lunchroom. He wouldn't move ifhe was asked
(in his defense, I don't think he understood what we were asking
of him) and he threw a fit ifhe was ever picked up. Again, he hated
being touched. Occasionally, I would call him Krimson instead of
his new adoptive name, Kade, because he wouldn't respond to his
new name. His adoptive mother came in to pick him up early and
witnessed Nina dragging him to the lunch room. She became livid.
Kade's mother pulled me aside. She dragged me by the elbow
against the other side of the hallway and scolded me while the
other toddlers who had not yet entered the lunchroom ran up and
down the hallway, squeals and footsteps echoing. Nina yelled them
into the lunchroom. Kade's adoptive mother chided me and then
spewed his back story to me. Kade and his brother had been seized
from their birth-mother by the state, shuffied through two foster
homes, adopted, and then put in my day care classroom Mondays
through Fridays. The terms physical and sexual abuse were part of
his history, and while I don't the know degree of either abuses, I
know it hurt him.
Kade's mom threatened to remove him from day care unless
I took better care of him, and I wondered how in the world she
planned for me to accommodate for this extremity of an emotional
condition when there were twenty-three other "special cases" in my
classroom. I mean Wyatt wouldn't even stay in the classroomhe would escape and run down the hallway. On the other hand,
was time-out a cold response towards Wyatt's need for more attention? Deep underneath they all needed more tenderness than they
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received, each child yearned for it. Naked children escaping bathroom time, two-year-olds hiding in the tunnel on the playground,
toys being thrown across the room, Keagan biting everyone, all
produced a destructive chaos. It just seemed to this mother and
to Nina, I was the problem, I was the teacher who couldn't control
the classroom.
After Kacie's mother threatened to take Kade out of day care,
I hoped she would follow through with the threat. But I had another, deeper thought: Kacie's crying had communicated growth
and a longing for love and I had ignored it. Years later, as I write,
I take on the role of Kacie's mother and ask myself, "Where was
my heart?" Back then I was angry at his birth parents, angry that
a child so messed up, so developmentally delayed, so emotionally
behind was sent to workers who were paid $5. 7 5 an hour to break
state regulations on child/teacher ratios when what Kade really
needed was a constant, calm and quiet environment with patient,
specially trained guardians. I felt like his adoptive parents owed
Kade more time than shuttling him off to a day care for ten hours,
five days a week. Strange enough, for that year and a halfI almost
had more influence over Kade than his parents.
I tried to give Kade even more attention after that. It wasn't easy
because the other children caused more trouble than I could control. How could I focus on the needs of the individual, the heart?
I couldn't. Basic tasks like eating, napping, pottying were already
challenging enough that they bordered impossible.

September 2006, College, Day-care Job, 19 years old
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Nearly five months into my job, the children responded better
to my pedagogical and Nina's disciplinary structure. We all settled
into a rhythm and there were even occasional moments where the
class walked down the hallway with puffed chipmunk cheeks while
they held bubbles in their mouths, and folded their arms. There
still was the pattern of Wyatt sneaking out of the classroom during centers when I didn't play with him. One time, when he ran
out, I left Nina in charge and chased after him. He squealed in
complete delight and my voice got stern. Then I yelled, "Wyatt,
get back here." I chased him up, then down, then up the hallway.
I cornered him in one of the door-less bathroom stalls. I was furious and Wyatt was smiling, his eyes looked wet and twinkly under
the fluorescent lights. I couldn't believe that he was doing this yet
again after all the talks, all the scolding I had given him, all the
bad reports I had given his mother at the end of the day-who
once even broke down in tears and told me she didn't know what
else she could do. In this moment of fury, I grabbed Wyatt under
the armpits, turned him upside down, and held him by the ankle.
I dangled his head above the toilet and said, "Wyatt, if you ever
nm out of the classroom again, I will flush you down the toilet and
you will meet the world of black and doom." I wanted to swing his
body into the stall walls and hurt him into submission. I didn't but
I wanted to. He needed to stop this nonsense because it wasn't a
game and he could get nm over by a car if he went outside again
and it needed to stop. He reached toward my forearn1 and pulled
himself up. Then he wriggled over to hold my neck. I could see his
eyes were glossy. He begged me not to send him to the black toilet
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land. In this moment, I couldn't laugh because I was angry. Then
and now I feel guilt that I did this.
That day I hung Wyatt over the toilet by the ankle was not the
last day he ran out of the classroom, but I did ignite fear in him.
He started pooping his pants after that. His mother transitioned
him back into pull-ups because it became too much of a problem.
Now, I laugh and cry at myself for the ridiculousness of our dialogue, my threat to the world of black and doom and his plea to
avoid blackness. I don't know why Wyatt's curiosity and disobedience threatened me as much as I felt it did. In that moment, I
had become Dr. Eastunder, Nina, and my step-father. I became
the rigid aspect of everything about the system. I became someone who values the exterior appearance of behavior more than the
internal motives. The dynamics of a classroom asks us to sacrifice
some of the individual core to work together as a group. The system
conjures measurable judgments for the outer behavior and deems
that it succeeds if they are met. But it just seems ridiculous to say
a toddler who doesn't skate on books, doesn't climb the bookshelf,
doesn't lick the hand sanitizer ought to be deemed higher functioning. And isn't it just as ridiculous to value adults by their transcripts as it is to value kids who don't put rocks in their diaper?

September 2011, Colle9e, 24 years old
Once again, I am braving the fourth floor of the humanities
building at my university. This time I am visiting a professor, Dr.
Shropshire, whose office is nicked away, hidden around a corner
separate from the hallway with most of my earlier haunting professors. In his office I sit in a chair lower than Dr. Shropshire's seat.
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As he reads my letter from the Accessibilities Center, I notice his
rounded chin, down-n1rned eyes, his right eyebrow bending in an
upside down v-shape while his eyes shuffle from side to side. He
leans back, puts his feet on his desk, and stretches his arn1s, exposing how his navy sweater pooches around his ribs. He interviewed
me about my reading abilities, asking me questions about how
long it takes me to read, what I recall when I read, how much I
analyze. He told me that his wife can read a Dickens novel in two
weeks and it takes him around six months. It was a minor detail
but it made a difference to know there was someone out there maybe a little bit like me. I explained that with dyslexia my concept of
p's, h's, d's, and q's are all the same. Serifs help but sometimes
characters and letters just shuffle and rotate. He also told me that
he frequently scrambles letters from billboard words and jumbles
them around to make new words as a game. He suggested I should
try the game. I didn't remind him that my mind does that without
conscious effort.
As we discussed how much longer I take to read compared to
most people, he suggested that I just read 25% of the homework. I
could e-mail him a report of an hourly log that tracked how much
time I spent at the end of the semester. It was that simple. That
meant, I offered equal time out of my schedule but it kept me from
gradually falling behind and then plummeting in a cyclone of
stress towards the end of the semester. I couldn't believe it. I could
still analyze and use my mind to comb through the allusions and
the poetic devices stacked into the reading. He, a professor in the
system, was human enough to offer me mercy. Even tl10ugh toothers I was a dyslexic thistle, to Dr. Shropshire, that I couldn't match
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the deadlines of my peers didn't matter. My own analysis of a text
mattered more.
October 2006, College, Day-care Job , 20 years old
Between the rare pockets of the chaos on the playground, Reghan
would listen to my stories. In the summer I had told her about wish
flowers, commonly known as dandelions, and the power of blowing and making a wish. I had told her about the cotton tree wanting to snow on her because it had a secret to tell her and all she had
to do was harvest the cotton, grind it into powder and place it in
her ear so she could always hold the tree's secrets. I wished every
child dreamed as Reghan did. Alexis and Cecilia liked to play with
Reghan but usually Cecilia and Alexis fought about something
trivial like whether the cotton tree wanted purple shoes or Dora the
Explorer shoes. Reghan and others (boys too) chased the cotton,
and I chased it with them, when time and behavior of the others
permitted, and we dashed about everywhere trying to forever grow
a pile of wispy cotton seeds. Reghan would talk to each little puffy
seed. I would kiss them when I caught them and Reghan imitated
me. I made wishes and prayers on each seed as I truly hoped for a
good afternoon, a good nap time with Brady, a pull-up free of rocks
after recess, a word, just one word, from Kade.
One October afternoon, I told Reghan about the icicle fairy who
cried because Reghan was so beautiful. Reghan believed that icicles happened because they wept for her. Matthew once protested
and said that they were frozen swords from the water that dripped,
but I corrected him because I felt that less violent imaginative play
seemed a more productive way to explore the fictitious. But if there
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is no correct way to play I wonder why I deemed Reghan 's play the
highest and most noble way. Reghan was more likely to imagine
elaborate circumstances in the kitchen, with the blocks, with the
!egos, with art. My memories ofReghan are wispy decorated with
fairies and lilies and irises and the beauty of her delicate fair skin,
and eyes so pale blue that in direct sunlight her irises blended into
the whites of her eyes. Yet, when I played with her, I felt like we
were two souls interacting heart to heart despite the fact that the
system is composed of thistles.

November 2012 , Ninth Year in College, 26 years old
I was shopping at WinCo seven years after my troubled year
and a half at day care. I saw the artichokes on the produce shelf
and thought about this essay which I had started months before.
I thought about myself as a child, how I needed more people like
Dr. Shropshire. The kids, their intense needs, needs that I couldn't
meet and now have no more chance to meet, sat heavy in my mind.
Then I saw Wyatt, or at least I thought I saw him. I peeked around
a cardboard bin of butternut squash and stalked him all the way to
the cheese aisle. He was walking toward the deli, eyeing the fresh
cut salmon fillets. Then he turned around. I knew that face. I knew
his jaw line and forehead that I had traced and kissed (against state
regulations) while he nodded off at nap time, I knew his blue, impish eyes. He wore black pants and looked about eight years old.
"Wyatt?" I said. He turned around. He looked shy-the face I
knew when his forehead wrinkled on one side with a squinted eye.
"Do you remember me?" I asked him. He said, "No." I was worried
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other people in the store thought I was strange for stalking this kid
from produce to dairy.
"I was your teacher."
He said, "You're not my teacher."
That was a veritable fact, I was not his fourth grade teacher. I
couldn't think of what to say. So I told him, "Let's find your parents." It was typical, that he, yet again, was mnning away to stimulate that brilliant logical and narrative mind of his. As we walked,
I asked him about his life. He told me he was in fourth grade,
nine years old, that he liked writing and math. I wasn't surprised;
I remember the creative plots, the tears from Wyatt's classmates
about their smashed Lego towers. I recognized his mother, her
full bottom lip, her squared teeth, her pointed jaw. I introduced
myself and she didn't remember me either, but she remembered
that he went to Milestone Learning Center. She introduced me to
Wyatt's father-a man I had imagined meeting and not yet met
in my year and a half at daycare. Only Wyatt's mother picked him
up and I would interrogate Wyatt with questions about his father.
I was searching for some kind of problem, to try to understand if
Wyatt's escapee behavior stemmed from something other than curiosity. There wasn't one. Wyatt told me he liked it when his father
tossed Wyatt in the air, gave him quarters for candy, put him on his
shoulders. His father looked a great deal like Wyatt, the bulbous
forehead with deep set eyes, the broad chin. All were miniature in
Wyatt at two years old and still present now that Wyatt was nine. I
wanted to confess my guilt for threatening to flush their son down
the toilet into the world of black and doom, to ask how long Wyatt
stayed in pull-ups, if his mother remembered crying to me about
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Wyatt's behavior being beyond her, if Wyatt's escapee schemes
ever subsided, but I didn't. Somehow, I didn't need to know the
answers to these questions. My year and a half with Wyatt was for·
gotten by both him and his parents.
Yet, here he was thriving, according to his mother, at math and
reading, succeeding in the system that I determined was heartless,
unbendable. Perhaps there is hope that Wyatt healed. He's proba·
bly no longer scared of the toilet. Humans can move on and adapt.
While the system values the standards of whether or not toddlers or
adults put rocks in diapers or get low grades, humanity is occasion·
ally found inside the system. Mercy is inside humanity. And even
though the system stinks, even though I had a group of twenty-four
toddlers, some of which cried and I didn't have any more hands to
aid them, the children are human, adaptable beings, maybe even
resilient enough to get over fears, to value the depth of the heart
within each. As I observed Wyatt's father with his aged Wyatt·
looking forehead standing beside them, I saw Wyatt nuzzle into
his mother's stomach with his face. That was something.
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INTERVIEW WITH NICOLE WALKER
Nicole Walker's Quench Your Thirst with Salt won the 2011 Zone
3 Award for creative nonfiction and was released in June 2013.
She is the author of a collection of poems, This Noisy Egg (Barrow
Street, 2010). She edited, with Margot Singer, Bending Genre: Es-

says on Creative Nonfiction, (B loosmbury, 2013) and with Rebecca
Campbell-7 Artists, 7 Rings-an Artist's Game of Telephone for
the Huffington Post. She's nonfiction editor at Diagram and associate professor at Northern Arizona University in Flagstaff. Arizona.

INSCAPE: It seems to me based on some of your comments about
your work that genre has been something you've cared about for
a long time. You're the co-editor of a book called Bending Genre:
Essays on Creative Nonfiction, which is a rather extensive investigation on genre-I'm wondering if you can talk about the anxiety
of genre and the ethics of genre, specifically within the nonfiction
camp.

NICOLE WALKER: That's such a great question because, on the
one hand, I don't care about genre at all. I think, "Oh, good writing is good writing." But on the other hand I think-because I
am a teacher, primarily-when you try to talk about good writing,
you automatically need some sort of conventional assumption to
understand how to help this person better shape their writing. So
although I think it would be great if we could all just write buckets
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of prose or buckets of poetry-again, I'm already genre-fyingbuckets of words, I think people feel like they need some sort of
keeper of those words, some way to shape them that makes them
knowable. So within genre, even within nonfiction, I think there
are conventions that we expect. And I don't think that you should
necessarily adhere to them, but at least we can talk about them. In
my nonfiction class I say that nonfiction uses white space-but
does it use white space in the same way that poetry uses white
space? It uses scene, it uses narrative, it uses dialogue; does it use it
in the same way as fiction? And what does nonfiction do that is different than either poetry or fiction? What are some of its options?
I think some of it might be the argument or the polemic-what is
much more a subtext, usually, in poetry or fiction, becomes much
more raised to the surface. I love that you can sort of fight with
yourself inside and on the surface of the essay, you can make the
fight part of the aesthetic of the piece, which is really captivating to
me. So what I was saying about poetry being so aestheticized in a
lot of ways, you can bring that aesthetic into an essay but also talk
about the aesthetic right in front of people. I think there's a lot less
hidden in this than in poetry, for example, and I love the way the
essay exposes.
In the collection of essays on nonfiction that I edited with Margot Singer, Bending Genre, we wanted to go beyond this constant
argument of how "truth-filled" nonfiction has to be. My argument
is that it has to be as truth-filled as the essay claims it's going to
be. I spend a lot of time talking about John D'Agata's book About
a Mountain, and my argument is that he's always playing with
numbers, talking about how much Yucca Mountain is going to
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cost to bury nuclear waste there, but he sets you up to be suspicious of numbers right off the bat. Numbers are as malleable as
anything because you think there are things like facts. And then
he has a fight with The Believer magazine about numbers. You're
like-- that's part of the point of that book! It's not the point of all
books. In some books of nonfiction you can tmst the numbers.
But John D'Agata says right off the bat that in his, you can't. So
my thinking is that the convention that you're using, the way that
you're using conventions from nonfiction, tips your reader off to
know how much to believe in. Lauren Slater's book is called Lying:
A Metaphorical Memoir, and you probably think right off the bat
there's going to be some fishy stuff going on. But when people like
Cheryl Strayed wrote her book Wild, there's nothing in that book
that suggests that it's anything but the tmth and there's no reason
to worry about it. So, to me, it's a combination of trying to figure
out what the conventions of this nonfiction genre are so you can
use them to tell a certain kind of tmth, and then to tell your reader
which kind of tmth you're telling them.

INSCAPE: Your book entitled Quench Your Thirst with Salt concerns itself quite predominantly with land, with place, Utah, Salt
Lake City ... I'm wondering if you can talk about the role of land
and place in writing, and maybe your writing in particular. Is there
something about tl1e written word that lends itself nicely to a conveyance of place

NW : Going back to my teaching, when I start to read my students'
work- my undergraduate students in an introductory class--they just
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start telling me about how their heart got broken or about their grandmother who died. It's always emotional outpouring, but it doesn't exist
yet, for me, because it's not put in a place. I think place is the second
thing you need to even begin to tell a story. The first thing you need is
a body, and that's where I think voice comes in and a person in character- all those things. I think a body is the primary thing you need.
But then you need to put that body in a place. So I think it's nanrral,
with the conventions of writing across all genres, to say, "You need to
be able to in1agine this person sitting somewhere, doing something."
And then you start to contextualize. What is that person doing, and
why are they sitting there, and what are they sitting on, and where did
this wood bench come from? You can then ask all kinds of questions:
you can talk about the labor ofwho built this bench, you can talk about
the trees that were used to make it, you can talk about the aesthetic dimension of putting wood everywhere, what does that mean, what does
that convey socially? Just by examining where you are, you can ask a lot
of bigger questions. That, I think, is when your writing starts to have
meaning. When you start investigating the self-that's the body-and
the place that it's in, you can start to really answer questions about why
we are here and what are we doing and how did we get this way

INSCAPE: Which is the primary thrust of an essay.

NW : Yes. And all writing, in some ways.

219

Inscape

INTERVIEW WITH WILLARD SPIEGELMAN
Willard Spiegelman is the Hughes Professor of English at Southern
Methodist University and editor-in-chief of the Southwest Review.
The auth(!,r of several books on poetry, his recent work includes
How Poets See the World: The Art of Description in Contemporary

Poetry (Oxford, 2005) and Love, Amy: The Selected Letters of Amy
Clampitt (Columbia, 2005).

INSCAPE: One of the many things I noted in your lecture was the
commentary on digital versus print literature-I found that very
interesting and thought-provoking. Charles Bernstein once said
that "A ·piece of paper is worth less with a poem printed on it." I
think the argument being made was that poetry isn't commodified
as much as something like fiction or even creative non-fiction is,
both of which can be published much easier in journal formats,
I think, than your average poem. When most things printed online are accessible for free, is literature in a digital realm therefore
more open to experimentation and pushing new boundaries? A
literature, when it's commodified, is necessarily at the behest of
audiences and readers. I'm wondering if you could comment on
that dichotomy: the commodification of print literanire versus the
liberation of online digital literature.

WILLARD SPIEGELMAN: Let me say a couple of things. Do you
know what Gresham's law is?
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INSCAPE: No.
WS: Gresham's law is a principle of economics that goes, "Bad
money drives out good." Which means that, as an analogy to this,
a kind oflowest common denominator will set in. Ifby "commodification" you mean a vetting process, a clearing house, all of the
things that take place when somebody is approving or commenting on a poem or a piece ofliteranire for possible publication,
then we can list all of the standard charges or compliments that
can be used for and against this process. Charges: snobbism, elitism, quieting various voices, silencing various voices. Or, on the
other hand, praise for that kind of thing: "Oh, you're getting the
best that has been done. Things have been looked at, things have
been approved of"
If you have nine million people writing poems-let's just think
of it this way-if you have nine million poems appearing online,
are they all of equal value? A different kind of person would say as
soon as you use a word like "value," you're announcing your hand
right there. So let's say "meaning." To whom are they meaningful? I have been to conferences where I've talked to audiences and/
or writers, and somebody once asked me at one of these things:
"Don't you think it's a wonderful thing that courtesy of the Internet
we have the option of hearing so many more voices?" And I immediately said, "No." She looked crestfallen and she said, "Why?" And
I said, "Well let me ask you this. Do you publish your things on the
Internet?" She said yes. I said "How many other people's things do
you read on the Internet?" And then she had to sit down-because
it becomes an act of glorified narcissism.
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Among other things, having a print publication or having somebody siphon, winnow, or cull does a lot of work for somebody else
as a reader. A choice has been made. When you go-and this is
where the model of capitalism, not the model of anarchy, is the
better one-when you go into a department store, how many pairs
of jeans do you really need to choose among? This is the glory of the
American system. We have choice. How many pairs of jeans do you
really need? Isn't one sufficient? But that's the nature of our capitalistic economy. So you go in and you are overwhelmed by this,
and it's a dizzying and indeed a depressing kind of phenomenon.
You open up a web portal or a site that says "we are poetry for the
people" and you have in front of you nine million poems. Which
do you read? And how do you read them? I don't like doing that.
It's anarchic and confusing to me. This is not new. In 1760 Dr.
Johnson complained about exactly the same phenomenon. He said
there are too many people writing now and too few reading. Hello!
More than two centuries later we're saying exactly the same thing.

IN SCAPE: You've written a book entitled How Poets See the World:
the Art ofDescription in Contemporary Poetry. I'm wondering if you
could talk for a moment about the role of description in contemporary poetry specifically. Maybe you could talk about poetry as an
act of seeing.
WS : In the beginning of that book, one of the things that I say is
that in prose-prose fiction- description is often thought of as
the kind of thing you have to wade through, somewhat either background-setting or superfluous. The real edge, the real meat of a
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work is action and dialogue. That attin1de reduces fiction to a kind
of playbill or a film script, something about to be made into a movie. "All that description, get rid of that. The camera will do some of
that for us." Very often in prose fiction description is superfluous,
or it's pleasant but not relevant. But ve1y often in poetry, description is all there is. Description is never just description. Description is always something else, and that's what got me interested in
the subject. What is he doing in this description of the lake? What
is she doing in this description of the picture on the wall? Sometimes it's quite clear, sometimes it's all a stand-in for analysis, or
feeling, or it's representing something else-but at the very least
you can say it's showing the way a mind is working. It's the mind
of the perceiver who is registering a scene, s-c-e-n-e, or something
seen, s-e-e-n, and interacting with it. There's drama going on in
any good act of description.

INSCAPE: Would you say then that description and image serves
as a springboard for rhetorical gestures? Is that the main thmst?

WS : It could be rhetorical gestures, it could be psychological gestures, it could be-well, I've used the word contemplation before.
The act of describing is the act of presenting the mind in contemplation. Emerson said that what he valued was the act of man
thinking-that was his catch-phrase for the American scholar:
"man thinking." When you see this occurring-and it doesn't
have to be through description-but as a reader or even as a teacher in a classroom, I want to have the sensation that thought is being
thought there. That we are engaged in a process. I may be doing
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most (but not all) of the talking, but we're in the process of working
out problems. Just like that, the writer is always in the process of
working out problems and the finished product is often the result
of many iterations of that.

INSCAPE: Can you talk about the relationship of poetry and description of the external world? What's the interplay there?

WS : One value of description is that it takes a writer out of his or
her own head and away from his or her own feelings. It opens the
world up and makes the world a bigger place. One of the things
about a lot of contemporary writing-maybe this is more than just
contemporary-is that it is narcissistic. This idea of "Look at me!
Look at me! This is what I'm doing!" is just looking in a mirror
and reporting back what is seen there. This is one reason that I
really hate a phrase you used: "creative nonfiction" . Because think
of what it implies. Creative nonfiction means that all of the other
stuff is just shit. Junk. Creative nonfiction is a story; and what is
it a story about, usually? Well, at the college level or the workshop
level, it's a story about me, me, me. So it's creative, and it's nonfiction, but I can't help thinking: why should I be interested in you?
You're nothing, you're twenty years old. What do you have to say
about yourself? Should this be of interest? I believe in the essay as
a great fom1 invented by Montaigne in the 1580s, perfected by
Emerson and Virginia Wool£ Montaigne says quite deliberately,
"My subject is myself. That's what I know best." But he's not writing creative nonfiction-he's cutting a wide swath. He's writing
about the history of his reading, he's writing about the history of
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the West, he's writing about anthropology. He's writing about everything. The essay is an exploration, it is a trial in which the self
is involved but not exclusively. Most works of creative nonfiction
as they take place in workshops today are just about what I did last
summer with my girlfriend or my pony or my hunting and fishing.
Isn't that the substance of most creative nonfiction? Stories about
the self of the person? I'm not interested in them. I'm interested
in anything that is well-written. But usually these things are not.
It becomes an excuse not to write about something other than the
sel£ Description, then, means you are writing about something not
yourself

IN SCAPE: So it is necessarily external.
WS: It's necessarily external. Whether it is, as I said, a scene or a
thing on the wall. That's why it's a good exercise to send the students to the museum or to a pond and say "Write down everything
you see." That's why Darwin was such a great writer. And why
Ruskin was such a great writer. Because they were looking.

INSCAPE: I'm thinking in particular of one particular contemporary poet, John Ashbery-his poetry is different from another
contemporary poet like, say, Gary Snyder, who's very much based
in nature and the external world. Ashbery seems to communicate
more internal descriptions. I don't see him referencing the external very much in his poetry; or, rather, he doesn't depend upon
the external world to write his poetry. I'm wondering if you could
maybe talk about this resistance to an interaction with th_e external,
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physical world.

WS : Gary Snyder appears in chapter one of my book; John Ashbery
is the subject of a separate chapter in the same book. Of course,
other dichotomies come to mind. For example, Gary Snyder is all
about the West and the outdoors; and the East, the real East over
there-John Ashbery is entirely of the city, the East Coast, and
Western Europe. One's going this way, one's going that way. And
their styles are entirely different. The mgged, Whitmanian outdoorsman; the museum-bound aesthete. So that's one thing. Second thing: Gary Snyder has made his poems out of two complementary principles: one, the physical work of building houses, etc. And
two, an attempt in a Western way to internalize Zen principles of
meditation. The primary one of which, of course, is losing selfhood;
but you can't be a poet and lose selfhood. So there's kind of a paradox right there.
Ashbery, on the other hand-very much in the tradition of people like Wallace Stevens, Eastern, urbane, urban-has, I think, the
distinction of being on the one hand a culn1re poet; on the other
hand being probably the most important contemporary poet who
presents no image of himself in his work. He is an "I" -less poet. In
this way, he's a kind of model of and antithesis to Walt Whim1an.

If you are great, if you contain multin1des, if you are part of everything you meet like Tennyson's Ulysses, you are yourself nothing.
And Ashbery said in an interview many years ago that growing up as
an only child in the mral farmland must have prevented him from
growing up with a very strong sense ofhimsel( Because he's so able
to imitate other writers-he said it's like a cuckoo building its nest
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in the nests of other birds. So paradoxically his poems are, on the
one hand, almost instantaneously recognizable because of their
style; and, on the other, not quite able to be pinned down. He goes
all over the place.
Ashbery is a great observer and I think "Self-Portrait in a Convex
Mirror" is one of the major poems of the last half of the twentieth
century, and it's a poem I teach with great relish and read with
great relish. And there, of course, that whole poem is exactly about
the subjects I've been talking about. 'Tm looking at sometl1ing,
I'm thinking about it, but now I'm thinking about this." Flow
Chart as the title of one of his books is really a title to describe his

mind. He's like a radio and every channel is playing all the time.
For Ashbery, this is one of the things that make him distinct, or
indeed unique. For Ashbery-unlike Snyder and other poets who
are trying to, as they say in writing classes, "find a voice" -there is
no voice. All the voices are there together. And so in terms of something like syntax he's the most mysterious poet today. You're reading a sentence of Ashbery-unlike somebody like Wallace Stevens
or W.H. Auden he doesn't send you to the dictionary, he's not using words that are arcane or archaic or scientific (maybe a little bit,
but not too much)-but you're going through the sentence and all
of a sudden you think, where am I? How does this part relate to the
other part? This is because he's so masterfol at putting together cliche, the language of advertising, literary echo, bits and snippets of
things heard, things invented in his own mind. There are plenty of
people who say this is the emperor's new clothes. "This is just total
bullshit." "It is meaningless palaver." But anybody who writes that
much will open himself up to that kind of accusation. And there
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are plenty of times when I-a smart person-am reading Ashbery
that I just want to throw the book against the wall. Because I'm so
thwarted by it. And then other times I keep saying "No, try harder,
let's see what happens." It's funny, because he is the quintessential
poet who defies efforts of paraphrase. I think paraphrase is a very
good thing and a very useful thing at an elementary level-- I mean
only elementary for beginning students, but when one is reading
a poem for the first time, one says "Well, what does this mean?
Why is it going this way?" And Ashbery absolutely defies that. He
renders it almost impossible.
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INTERVIEW WITH SUSAN HOWE
Susan Elizabeth Howe's second collection of poems, Salt, was
published early this year by Signanue Books. She teaches creative
writing, contemporary American poetry, and British literature at
Brigham Young University. Her first collection, Stone Spirits, won
the Publication Prize of the Charles Redd Center for Western Studies, then Best Poetry Award from the Association for Mom1on Letters. She is a reviewer for and contributing editor of Tar River Poetry.
Her poems have appeared in Poetry, The New Yorker, Shenandoah,

Southwest Review, and elsewhere. She and her husband, Cless
Young, live in the small town of Ephraim, Utah.

INSCAPE: One of my favorite lines in Salt is "to create is to worship." How does poetry function as a reverential or sanctifying process in your work?

SUSAN HOWE: That's a great question. I have said before-and I
really believe-that imagination is a part of worship because you
have to have the capacity to imagine God or Christ in order to begin to have faith in them. I think the same thing comes into play in
imagining a subject for a poem. In making a poem, both language
embodying what I imagine and an emotional identification with
the subject have to come together. I have to connect with the subject in a way that matters to me, or I can't write a poem that will
matter to a reader. I can't just be flip or offhanded, or the poem
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will be shallow and shrill. I think it is ultimately a form of worship
to care deeply about something or someone else. I am always interested in figuring out how to write the spirit, the spirit of oneself
and the other. Imagination is what helps me to make that leap in
the process of writing. Finding the right language and form for the
subject also requires a huge amount of attention.

INSCAPE: The landscape of Utah, both natural and cultural, are
palpably present in Salt. Can you talk about poetry and place and
how those have a relationship for you?

SH : I have always wanted to be able to evoke the Utah landscape
and what the landscape means to me, my neighbors and family,
and our local culture in a way that makes it present for others, that
makes it vivid and alive for those who have never been here. This is
an ongoing concern of mine because I really love my home. Utah is
the place I chose to live, my home for most of my life. Its landscape
is imprinted on me in ways that affect how I perceive reality-what
happens and what can happen in life. What you have to be prepared to face. I really care about evoking that vision in poems. I
feel a strong connection to both the plants and the animals. The
other day I was driving home to Ephraim and just before Fountain Green there was a herd of sheep on the road. Having to stop
for sheep happens to me a couple of times a year, and it makes
me so happy! I have to come to a complete stop and let the sheep
flow around me. I always feel this is worth stopping for. They are
not friendly and cute like family pets but are entirely indifferent
to me sitting in my car, and they only care about where they have
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to go and how to get there. I think there is something that matters
about our appreciation for and awareness of animals and plants
and the landscape as themselves rather than as our creations or
possessions. That authentic otherness is often what I try to write
into my poetry.

lNSCAPE: When I was reading the collection it seemed to me that
it wasn't just naniral imagery that was being evoked. It was Utahspecific imagery, even country-specific at times. We can reverence
the earth and pay tribute to nan1re in poetry but also there are specific landscapes and cultures that seem to be starkly present. Is that
important to you?

SH : Yes, I am writing about Sanpete County and Wayne County.
Both places offer a harsh though beautiful landscape. Neither is an
easy place to live. The climate isn't tropical and lush; there's little
rainfall, and so the plants and trees tend to be spiked and tough,
not flowering and verdant. These are places that require those who
enter them to respect both the climate and the geography. Failing
to do so can lead quickly to death. That reality informs how I think
oflife experience. You can "die" emotionally or spirin1ally as well
as physically, so there is an earnestness to my poetry, although lately I have been trying to write against that inclination. I have been
writing a lot more lighthearted, less earnest poems.

INSCAPE: Why less earnest?
SH : Because I need that difference in my approach. A poet can
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write in one vein for so long that her poems become predictable
or tedious. I tend toward the weighty, and I think I need to write
against my tendencies in order to grow and expand.

INSCAPE: In Salt there are themes of the domestic, the erotic, familial life, and religious themes. Do you sit down to write poems
about these topics, just as you'd possibly sit down to write lessearnest poems, or do you simply sit down to write and these things
present themselves?

SH : I have to be taken by a subject enough so that it engages my
imagination and that I begin to see implications from a variety of
different perspectives. Poems don't always succeed; many of them
just die. The ones that do work seem to come alive from more than
one perspective. This enables me to find language that has multiple dimensions-that isn't flat or bald statement. I am looking for
language that echoes, creates nuance, shadows, metaphors, implications beyond the flat statement. I stay with my subject for so long
in writing a single poem that I have to be very interested in it.
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CONTRIBUTORS
Cherise Bacalski teaches creative writing and rhetoric in the west. Her work
has been published in Octopus, 1913 : a journal offorms, Word For/ Word,
and the Breadbox Parsons. Her poem, "moments ," was recently selected
for an award from the Academy of American Poets. Her inscape includes
snow capped mountains, loose leaf tea, child's pose, an addiction to education, a fear of concentric patterns, the color brown, and the vowel E. She
loves a good hot meal.
Madison Beckstead Bowman is an MFA candidate at BYU, specializing in taking a 5-month-old to class and in non-fiction. A journalist by trade, her
work has appeared in The Restored Gospel and Applied Christianity, Utah
Valley Magazine, and various newspapers. During her undergraduate
years, she worked as a columnist for BYU-Idaho's venerable publication,
Scroll.
Isaac Blum is the Emerging Writer-In-Residence at Penn State Altoona. His
stories and essays have appeared in The New York Times, The Baltimore
Review, The Oklahoma Review, Poetica Magazine, West Trade Review,
YARN, and Humor Times, among others.

Drew Botcherby is studying Advertising and English at BYU. He is from
Springville, Utah and is an avid Utah enthusiast. He is also a bike mechanic, skier, and still a hiker.
Ben Dearden is a junior at BYU, who will soon be serving a religious mission in West Monterey, Mexico. He greatly looks forward to punning in
Spanish and English both.
Richard Dokey's stories have been reprinted in regional and national collections, have won awards and prizes, have been cited in Best American
Short Stories, Best of the West and have been nominated for the Pushcart
Prize. He has several published novels to his cred it, as well as several story
collections, the last of which, Pale Morning Dun, published by University

of Missouri Press, was nominated for the American Book Award and the
PEN/ Faulkner Award.
Brian Doyle is the editor of Portland Magazine at the University of Portland,
in Oregon. He is the author of thirteen books, among them the novels
Mink River and Cat's Foot, the story collection Bin Laden's Bald Spot, the
nonfiction books The Grail and The Wet Engine, and many books of essays and poems. His Huge Whopping Headlong Sea Novel The Plover
will be published in April 2014 by St. Martin's Pressffhomas Dunne
Books, bless their mad hearts. Brian James Patrick Doyle of New Yawk
is cheerfully NOT the great Canadian novelist Brian Doyle, nor the astrophysicist Brian Doyle, nor the former Yankee baseball player Brian Doyle,
nor even the terrific actor Brian Doyle-Murray. He is, let's say, the ambling
shambling Oregon writer Brian Doyle, and happy to be so.
Nicholas Gulig is from Wisconsin. Currently, he lives in Colorado where he
is a PhD candidate in poetry at the University of Denver.
Jacob Haupt is a Studio Art sn1dent and artist's assistant whose oeuvre emphasizes design over technicality, blurring the lines between high and low
art. Inspired by artists Jack Teagle, Jango Jim, Thomas Howes, and the
artists of Adventure Time, Jacob creates weekly webcomics for his website
Cat & Crystal-as well as exclusive print zines-tl1at deal with cliche plot
developments in the retro comic realm. He lives in Provo with his wife
and daughter.
Rigdon Holmquist 1s from the small farming community of Fairfield,
Montana; located where the plains meet the Rocky Mountains. He is the
second oldest of ten children and one of only two boys in the bunch. Afi:er
being homeschooled from Elementary school through High School he
now sn1dies Interdisciplinary Humanities with an emphasis in English
and a Global Studies minor at BYU.

Lexi Johnson has never had an affair, has never been a husband/father/
grandfather and has never miscarried. Lexi Johnson has an aversion to
goldfish, Red Vines and Oreos. Lexi has been partial caretaker to RRRR
the cat, Cinnabun the bunny and Tar&1n the Hamster. Lexi will not take
care of her things, cannot take care of your things and should not be allowed to drive your car.
Dallin Law studies English and editing at BYU. His main artistic influences
include challah and Sade and the color gray. His favorite plant is an aspen
tree; favorite animal: the kestrel. When it rains, Dallin takes out his bike to
get muddy. Dallin lives in Utah and has found his heart stony.
Sophie Lefens is from Chicago, Illinois. She is an English major at BYU.
"Wolves" is her first published poem. Her greatest influences are Matilda,
Dave Eggers, Fanner Hogget, Christian Wiman, Kathleen Kelly and that
coach from Friday Night Lights.
Melissa McNamara, a native of Provo, is currently a student of art history
and curatorial studies at BYU. Beauty in all forms influences Melissa to
create art. She admires impressionism and its ability to uplift and inspire.
The biggest aspiration she hopes to facilitate through her art is to create
positivity tluough self-reflection, which concludes in a positive outlook on
life. Optimism is her word of choice.
Kylie McQuarrie is a second-year grad student studying African literature.
She is from Provo, Utah , and has taken first prize in tl1e Vera Hinckley
Mayhew, though this is the first time she has had any poetry published.
She met her husband while studying abroad in England.
Carin Olavson writes: "Can a soul be described in forty words? Nonetheless
I attempt. I went to the essay genre to learn deliberately, to front only the
essential facts in life, and see ifl could not learn what it had to teach."
Shane Peterson is a senior from Las Vegas, NV, who is studying English
Literature with a double minor in Editing and Writing & Rhetoric.

He currently works as a writing tutor for the BYU Writing Center and
Writing Fellows and as one of tl1e editors-in-chief for Criterion: A Journal
ofLiterary Criticism. He is planning on pursuing a PhD in literary studies
with an emphasis on British Modernism.

Jesse Nicholas Quebbeman-Turley is a musician living in Provo, Utah. He is a
co-founder of tl1e Deseret Experimental Opera company, a regular performer/ composer in the Utah avant garde scene, and his poetry has been
published previously in likewise folio. He also loves kale and yams.
Kylan Rice has poetry published or forthcoming in BROWN GOD, death
hums, Bodega, Birdfeast, ILK Journal, Gigantic Sequins, and elsewhere.
He is editor for likewise folio, likewise books and Inscape: A Journal of
Literature and Art. He produces the podcast likewise audio and lives in
Utah.
Rachel Rueckert is a writer, photographer, high school teacher, and a
travel addict. She studied anthropology and English at Brigham Young
University where she did field work in Ghana and India for her thesis, a
collection of travel essays. Her research is posted at www.rachelspassagetoindia.blogspot.com. When Rachel is not teaching English in urban
education, she is calculating how much money she needs for her next
plane ticket to anywhere.
Pushcart Prize nominee Frank Scozzari resides in Nipomo, a small town
on the California central coast. His award-winning short stories have appeared in numerous literary magazines including The Kenyon Review, The
Berkeley Fiction Review, Ellipsis Magazine, The Nassau Review, and The
MacGuffin, and have been featured in literary theater.

Rachel Sherman is an interdisciplinary humanities major from Grand
Junction, Colorado. Her interests include eating out, existentialism, and
amateur detection. She hopes to one day solve tl1e mystery of what to do
after graduation.

Sam Thayn is from American Fork, Utah. He writes short short fiction and
prose poetry to sad music. His work has been rejected from Tin House ,
SOFTBLOW, Ilk Journal, Diode Poetry Journal , Anti-, Sixth Finch, Ninth
Letter, and Revolution House. He hopes to be rejected from many more
publications in the future.
Katie Wade-Neser is from Southern Utah and is thoroughly obsessed with
all things relating to red rock and desert. She completed both her BA and
her MFA at BYU. She has only ever truly loved three things: poetry, sports,
and Cj Neser, a man far too interesting and lovely to be the subject of any
poem she is prepared to write.
Daniele Vickers is a photographer who also makes art. She is pursuing a BFA
in photography at BYU. She is interested in contradictions and dualities
and often explores these themes in her work to better make sense of a
chaotic world. Sometimes she writes , but is often left to explore her ideas
visually. Other than photography, she enjoys puns and visual poetry.
Amber Smith Watson graduated this past spring from BYU's Masters of Fine
Arts program in creative writing, with an emphasis in fiction. Her creative work has appeared in Touchstones Literary Journal , Cutbank, and
The Normal School, and she is currently in tl1e submission process for
a number of the pieces which appeared in her master's thesis: Boiling
Over. Amber is now adjunct facu lty at BYU, teaching composition and
creative writing courses. A Columbus, Ohio native, Amber currently lives
in Pleasant Grove, Utah with her husband, her two children, a yorkie-poo,
and a tank full of fish.
Lindsey Webb studies English at Brigham Young University. Her poetry has
been published in ILK Journal, SOFTBLOW, and elsewhere.
Natalie Wood was was born and raised in the mountains of Southern
California. She is currently a BFA student at Brigham Young University
working toward getting licensed as an art educator. Her work is based in

photography, video and installation, and has been shown in various parts
of Utah.

Darlene Young has published in various journals and anthologies, most
recently in Fire in the Pasture: 21st Century Mormon Poets. She won
BYU's Academy of American Poets prize, first place in the Elsie C. Carroll
Creative Nonfiction Contest, and second place in the Vera Hinckley
Mayhew and Hart-Larson poetry contests. Currently pursuing an MFA in
poetry, she lives in South Jordan with her husband, four sons, and a very
fat cat.
Abigail Zimmer lives in Chicago where she teaches first year writing and is an
editor for Columbia Poetry Review. Her work has appeared or is fortl1coming in Spark, ILK, The New Megaphone, likewise folio , and Black Tongue
Review, among others.
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